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CHARLES Farl 1 of Dorf 
| and Middle ſex, 


Lord Chantbirlain of bis Majeſty's Houſbold, 


and Knight of the Mojt Noble Order of 
the Garter, &c. 


"My Loxp, | | $31) 


5 55 Young Poet is liable to the fame Va- 7 ; 


nity and Indiſcretion with a young 
i Lover; and the Great Man who 
taLS Wh ' finiles upon one, and the Fine Wo- 
— dan who looks kindly upon Cother, 
re both © dem in Danger of having he Fapoir- 
* publiſh'd with the firſt Opportunit x. 

# 7 Bur there may be a different Motive, which will 
T a little diſtinguiſh the Offenders, For tho one 

ſhould have a Vanity in ruining another's N 
tion, yet the other may only have an Ambition to 
advance his own. And I beg Leave, m) Lord, 
that une pload an kme e 


ThaDEDICATION:. CTY. 
wee is alſo the Father of his Coun 


; and as no body can diſpute your Lordſhip's, 


Monarchy in Poetry; ſo all that are coucem ds, 
ought to acknowledge Your Univerſal Patronage: 


And it is only preſuming on the Privilege of a a 


Loyal Subject, that I have yentur'd to make this 


my Addreſs of Thanks to Your Lordſhip; which, 


at the dame Time, includes a Prayer for Your 
Protection. 
I am not Ignorant bee Caen Farm of 


3 Dedications, which are generally made up 


where the Authors endeavour to 
Ae their Patrons, by the ſhining Characters 


chey give them, above other Men. But that, my 


Lord, is not my Buſineſs at this time, nor is Your 
Lordſhip now to be diſtinguiſhed. I am contented 
with the Honour I do my ſelf in this Epiſtle; with- 


ebe SONS 6 oem; or explain ; 


„ s Character. 


Lconfeſs it is not without bm nia that 
 Thetave my ſelf in in Caſe, as Lought: For it is 


very hard-to be pleaſed with a Subject, and yet 
forbear it. But I chooſe rather to follow Pliny's 


e ble bete when, in kis Panegy- | 


tick to the Emperor Trajan, he ſaye, 


Nee mim onfiderabo quid aures ejus pati 2 | 


Quan quid virtutibus debeatur, 


| 17 
r 


Lines m che Print, (and which your Lordſhip read 
_— Play was Acted) that were omitted on * 


n nne pes 


hope:T may be excuſed the Pedantry of a Quo- 


ttt > oo. + di. wt. M6 


The DEDICATION. 

Third Act, which not only helps the Deſign for- 
ward with leſs Precipitation, but alſo heightens the 
ridiculous Character of Forefight, © which indeed 
ſeems to be maim'd without it. But I found my 
ſelf in great Danger of a long Play, and was glad 
to help it where I could. "Tho? notwithſtanding 
my Care, and the kind Reception it had from 
the Town; I could heartily wiſh it yer ſhorter : 
But the Number of different Characters repre- 
ſented in it, would have been too much crowded 
in leſs room. 

This Reflexion on Prolixity, (a Fault, for which 
ſcarce any one Beauty will atone) warns me not to 
be tedious now, and detain Your Lordſhip any 
longer with the Trifles of, 


Mr Logzp, 


Your — Mot 


oi. and My 


— 5 N 
1 


William Congrere 


N 


Mell plant a Soil which you fo rich have made. 


But fince in Paradliſe frail Fleſh gave way, _ 
And when but two were made, both went aftray ; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 


| We avbo, remain, «vould gr ate: 1017 repay 
' What our Endeavours can, and bring, this Day, 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken at the Opening of the New Houle. 
By Mr, BETTERTON. 


5 


HE Huſßbandman in vain renews his Toil, 
To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil; 
And fondly hopes for rich and gen'rous Fruit, 
When what fhou'd feed the Tree, drvours the Root: 
' unladen Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. 
So, the poor Huſlands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours bft upon ungrateſful Ground, 8 
This laſt and only Remedy have prod; 
And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remow'd. 
Well may they hope, <vhen you ſo kindly aid, 


As Nature gave the World to Man's firſt Age, 

So from your Bounty wwe receive this Stage; 

The Fredom Man was born to, you've reftcr'd 
And to our World ſuch Plenty you afford, 

Jt ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own actord, 


F in our larger Family we grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 


The Fit. fruit Offering, of a Virgin Play. 


And for the thinking Party there's a Phe. 


_ - PROESOGVE... 
WW bope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſte, as 


And tho of Homely Fare aue make the hs 


Yet you will find Variety at leaſt, 
There's Humour, ⁊ubich for chearful Friends We gu, 


We've ſomething too, to gratify Ie, | 
(IF thers be any here) and that is Satire. 8 


The" Satire ſearce dares grin, tis greum ſo mild 


, only ſbecus its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 


As Aﬀes Thiftles, Poets mumble Wit, 

And dare not bite, for fear of being bit 

They hold their Pens, as Sxwords are held by Fab. 
And are afraid to uſe their ewn Edge- Tol. 


Since the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, 


Net one has dar d to laſh this Crying Age. 

This time, the Poet owns the bold Efſay, 

Yet, hopes there's no Hl umanners in his Play 

Aud he declares by me, he has defign'd 

A Front to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Mind. | 
And Sud ib enſuing Scenes not chance to hit, 5 


 Heoffers but this one Excuſe, 'twas writ 


Before your late Encougagement of Wit. 


. Dramatis Perſon, 


| 
. 
„ OT IN | 
Sir Samp end, Father to yal ine” - 
Samj/on Leg 4 > Mr, 1 
Valentine, Fallen ue his Father's W 


Diſpleaſure by his expenſive way Mr. Belterton. 
of living, in Love with Angelica. | 
Scandal, his Friend, a free Speaker. Mr. Smith. „ 
Turtle, A half-witted Beau, vain of his 
| Amours, yet valuing himſelf for > Mr. Bowman. 
B . 8e . Son, half S 
en, Sir Sa younge 
home W half Sea bred, de. . ber-. | 
ſign'd to marry Miſs Prue. | 
Foreſight, An illiterate old Fellow, 
peeviſh and poſitive, — 
8 E Nee * 
, P iſtry, hyſiognomy, O- n 
mens, Dreams, Ce. Uncle . 
gelica. 
eremy, Servant to Valentine. 
. "Frapland, A Scrivener. | 
. A e Sai 


4 


WOMEN. 


Oar | Ai Nw Frei of ofacow .. 
_ fiderable Fortune in ber 5 Mrs. — 
Hands. ? 

105 Forefight,Second Wife to AS Mes. Bene. 

Mrs. Frail, Siſter to Mrs. Forefight, us B. . 


Wk. *. 

"Ie F: * R 

* 1 

3 1 Woman of the Towr : 
- 4 

* — : 
= 


* 


Miſs Prue, * 2 8 r 5 

a a former Wiſe, þ SOTES a N Mrs. . + 

| | Girl. 7 2, "2 8 ' x 9 

5 Jenn. | 4 Mrs. Zaun. 
Eh A Steward, Offcers, Sailors, and ſeveral Servants. FS 
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2 | Love for Loves. 
0 


nan. | | HETESSESSESESHGGH 2: cer engaged 
ACTI SCENE I. 

| Valentine i in his Chamber Reading. Jeremy wait - 
8 . Ing. Several Books upon the Table. 3 
* 5 VALENTINE. 5 
I Fere. Sir. 


Pal. Here, take away; rn a A 
turn, and digeſt what I have read * 

Fere. You'll ee, 

| Piper Diek. 

| LAlde, eee 
IO And dye hear, 20 you to Breakfaſ. Theren "MY 
ze deat down fn Hane. that iz a Feaſt for * 7 
Emperor. IS! 3 
Fere. Was Epifetus a real 
Receipts? % 
Pal. Read, read, Sirrah, 5 
learn to" live upon Infrudhn ; feaſt your Mind, and 
mortify your Fleſh ; Read, and take your Nouriſhment | 
A See Eyes; . Mouth, 8 0 
'Underfandir — 


9 
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12 Loves for Lovs. 

"Fete. O Lord! Thave'heat much of kim, - when I 
waited upon a Gentleman at Cambridge: Ny what was 
that PpiFerus ? | 
Val. Avery rich Man,. Not worth a Groat. 

Fere. Homph, and ſo he has made a very fine Feaſt 
where there's nothing to be eaten. 

Val. Yes. 

Fere. Sir, you're a Gentleman, and probably underſtand 
this fine feeding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at 
Board-Wages. Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca here, 
er any of theſe poor rich Rogues, teach you how to pay 
your Debts without Money ? Will they ſhut up the Mouths 
of your Creditors? Will Plato be Bail for you? Or Diogenes, 


becauſe he underſtands Confinement, and liv'd in a Tub, 
go to Priſon for you? life, Sir, what do ycu mean, to 


| mew your ſelf up here, with three or four muſty Books, 
in Commendation of Starving and Poverty? 

Fial. Why, Sirrah, I have no Money, you know it; 
and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in 
pe that I but follow the Examples of the wikſtand-witieſt 
OMP in all Ages; theſe Poets and Philoſophers -whom 
vou naturally hate, for juſt ſach another Reaſon ; becauſe 
they abound i in Senſe, and you are a Fool. 


Fere. Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know eit: . And het, | 


Heav'n help me, I am poor enough to be a Wit — But 
I wagalways a Fool, when I told you what your Expen- * 


ces would bring you to ; your Coaches and your Liveriesz , 
cur Treats and your Balls; ; your being in Love with a 
yg that did not care a Farthing for you in yout Pro- 

| i and keeping Company with Wits, that ear'd 

er nothing but your Proſperity; and now when you are 
LYN: hate you as much as they do one another, 


| 1 Tu purſue gas with 
| proeSany np oy IN ang n 


, 1 +. 
4 
- je 


Fal. Well; and now I am poor, T have an Opportuni- 


4 


I» 
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8 
we 
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voluntarily diſmiſs his Mafter from any future Authority 
over him 


Help; 
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the rich Fops that made Court to her ; ſo'ſhall my Po- 
verty be a Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps, make 
her compaſſionate the Love, which has principally reduc'd 
me to this lowneſs of Fortune. And for the Wits ; Pm 
ſure I am in a Condition to be even with them 

Fere. Nay, your Condition is pretty even with 


| theirs, that's the truth on't. 


Val. Til cake ſome of their Trade out of their Hands. 

Fere. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon 
Paper ; you don't mean to write ! | 
Pal. Yes, I do; I'll write a Play. \ 

Fere, Hem! Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a 


ſmall Certificate of three Lines--only to certify thoſe whom 


it may concern; That the Bearer hereof, Feremy Fetch 
by Name, has for the Space of fev'n Years truly and 
faithfully ſerv'd Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is 
not now turn'd away for any Miſdemeanour ; but does 


Val. No, Sirrah, you fan live uch me l. | 
Fere. Sir, it's impoſſible I may die with you, ſtarve 


with you, or be damn'd with your Works: But to live, 


even three Days, the Life of a Play, I no more expett 
it, than to be canoniz'd for a Muſe, after my Deceaſe. 

Pal. You are witty, you Rogue, I e 
Pl have you learn to make OCouplets, to 
tag the ends of Acts: Dye hear, ger the Maids to Cra. 
bo in an Evening, and learn the knack of 


you may arrive at the height of a Song, dr, 
known Hand, or a Chocolate Houſe. Lampoon. 


Fere. But Sir, 49 this the way. co ecover your Father's - 
Favour? Why Sir Samp/en will be irreconcileable. If your 
Ponger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd nexer loge 
upon you again. You're undone; Sir; Dn 
"you won't have 2 Friend loft in we Wotld,. 1 
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14 Loves for Lo vx. 
it has ruin'd more young Men than the Rojal Oak Lotte- 
y — Nothing thrives that belongs tot. The Man of 
the Houſe would have been an Alderman by this time 
| with half the Trade, if he had ſet up in the City For 
| my part, I never fit at the Door, that I don't get double 
| che Stomach that I do at a Horſe Race. The Air upon 
Banftead-Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter ; yet 1 
| never ſee it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, 
* ſometimes like a decay d Porter, worn out with Pimp- 


5 ing, and carrying Billet-doux and Songs; not like other 
1 Porters for Hire, but for the Jeſt's ſake. Now like a 
thin Chairman, melted down. to half his Proportion, with - * 
| carrying a Poet upon Tick, to viſit ſome great Fortune; 
And his Fare to be paid him, like the Wages of Sin, either 
a the Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death. 
Pal. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 
Fere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a 
meagre terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had 
Written for himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn Author, 
and bring the reſt of his Brethren into the ſame Condi- - 
tion, and laſtly, in the Form of a worn-out Punk, with 
/ Verſes in her Hand, which her Vanity had prefer'd to 
Settlements, without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as 
"ragged as one of the Muſes ; or as if ſhe were carrying 
ber Linen to the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Fo- 
EF lio Books, of Warning to all young Maids, not to prefer 
I Poetry to good Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a | 
"Wik before the Embraces of a my oC. 


— 


SCENE II. | 
$2 Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
W Fereny holding forth? © 
4 Val. The Regue has has (wich all the Wit le 
88 eee NG 


3 5 
8 -? 1 : „ 


Love for Love. 15 
Scan. Ay! Why then I'm afraid Jeremy has Wit: For 


ne where - ever it is, it's always contriving its own Ruin. 
or Fir. Why fo I have been telling my Maſter, Sir: 
le Mr. Scandal, for Heav'ns ſake, Sir, nt en can dif 
on ſuade him from turning Poet. 

I Scan. Poet! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, 8 
e, pend upon the Outſide of his Head, than the Lining. 
p- Why, what the Devil has not your Poverty made you 
err Enemies enough? Muſt mmer 
„ more? 
3 Fere. Ay, more indeed for who cares for any Body 
e; "> has more Wit than himſelf? - 1 

er can. Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee how 


* . worthleſs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty 
Man of ſmall Fortune? Why, he looks like a Writ of 
"Enquiry into their Titles and Eſtates ; and ſeems Com- 
miſſion'd by Heav'n to ſeize the better half. 
Fial. Therefore [ would rail u my Writings, and 
be reveng d. | 

Scan. Rail! At whom? the whole World? W 

"and vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Country 
where the Religion is Folly! You may ſtand at Bay for a 
while; but when the full Cry is againſt you, you ſhan't 
have fair play for your Life. If you can't be fairly run 
down by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by 
the Huntſmen..No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Quack, 

Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to 

an old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is 


=ar Rao SFK 


9 
* 


'T have nam d: without you could retrieve the Ancient 
Honours of the Name, recall the Stage of Athens, and © 
be allow'd the Free of open honeſt Satire. 

Val: You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, * RO 
+ CharaRter had been lately expos'd upon the Stage. Ny, 
Lam bet violently bent upon the Trade.—{ One Knocks, al oY 


15 Je, — . Dar] But 


1899 
* x 


| , worle, more ſervile, timorous, and fawning, than any ; : 


16 Love fr Lover. ; 
me what you would have me do? What do the World 
ſay of me, and my forc'd Confinement ? 

Scan. The World behaves it ſelf, b 
Occaſions ; ſome pity you, and condemn your Father: 
Others excuſe him, and blame you ; only the Ladies are 
merciful, and wiſh you well: ſince Love and Pleaſurable 


Expence, have been your greateſt Faults. 
Val. How now ?. 


Fere. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half 
a Dozen Duns with as much Dexterity, as a hungry Judge 
does Cauſes at Dinner-time. 
val. What anſwer have you giv'n ut 1 
Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. 
Ferre. No, faith Sir; I have put em off ſo long with 
\Patience and Forbearance, and other fair Words; that I 
was forc'd now to tell 'rm n.plala POR 
Val. What? . 
Fere. Tha they ſhould paid. 
Fal. When? 
Fere. To Morrow. 
Fal. And how-the Devil do you mean to keep your 
| Ward? | | 
Faere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been ſo very much 
; Anerch'd, chat I xeckon it will break of courſe by to Mor- 
ro, and no body be ſurprizid at the Matter. ¶ Nuoc ling.] 
-A inl Sir, if you don't like my Nes, will 
„ er 5 * 
eee 2 fob 0 


8 


* 
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490741 28 2226 Valentine, Scandal. 
v this, Scandal; you may lei 6 8 : 


: - Secretaries of Stute, Preſidenta of the Council, and 
F Games wana an oe Ten 3 
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juſt ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all ſolieiting 


Lov for Lo vx. 17 


of paſt Promiſes; which are but a civiler fort of Duns, 
that lay claim to voluntary Debts. 

Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having engag d 
their Attendance, and promiſed more than ever you in. 
tended to perform, are more perplex'd to find Evaſions, 
than you would be to invent the honeſt Means of keeping 
your Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 

Pal. Scandal, learn to ſpare your Friends, and do not 
provoke your Enemies ; this Liberty of your Tongue, 


will one day bring a Confinement on your - bl my 


SCENE Iv. 
Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


_ — the Scrivener, with'tws 


ſuſpicious Fellows like lawful Pads, that 


would knock a Man down with Pocket-Tipſtaves,---And 


there's your Father's Steward, and'the Nurſe with one 
of your Children from Tavitnam, '- Ds 4 
Val. Pox on her, could ſhe find cher ume to fling 


my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this, { Gives Monty. ] 

and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleb two 
handed Whore, ſhe knows my 92 
and might have overlaid the Child's Fengde phe: if. 
| e | 


Scan. — Margery, with my Godlan? | 


Frere. Yes, Sir. 


Fer. My Rleſing 10 the Boy, with this Token [Giz# | 
| Money. of my Love. And d'ye. hear, bid Margery put 
ehe- Bd ad fee We dg, 


Work ; 


es 


28 L A Lov x: | 
© work bo hand, that he may not ſmell b vigorouſly, — 
I thall take the Air ſhortly. © | 
Val. Scandal, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk : . Bid 
Jraplazd come in. e AT: hg 
fall be at aelt or ons Day | 


=_ 


Pk ag Scandal, Tragland, Jeremy. ; 


4 . firſt. 


Trap. rn Valentine, and to 


vou Mr. Scandal. SEE 
Scar. The Mom s very good Morning, if you 
don't ſpoilit7 
-< Fat Dome flo dowen, you know his way. *. 


N in.] There isa Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500 
5 of pee lng ſtanding ——- 
Val. I cannot talk about Bubnes with a aer r. 
= Trap. And I dre 16 know what Courſe you have 
Taken for the Payment? 
© Pale Faith and Troth, [am heartily" Flad torkle you, . 
comme; Acad tat corey > mon ä 
Trapland, fuller. 3 
Trap. Hold, Sweet-heart.——=This is not to our 
[ri have forborn as long |. 
Val. T'other Glaſs, and then we'll talk. TT 
Fe. No more, in truth.— have ſorborn, I f 
Val. Sirch, e, 


f Lovz for Love. 19 
” your handſome Daughter . Come, a good Huſband 
id to her. [Drinks. 
I Trap. Thank you--T have been out of this Money 
Pal. Drink firſt Scandal, why do you not drink? 

[They drink. 

= Trap. And in mort, I can be put off no longer.) 
J Vel. I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply: Iz 


Ja me Signal Service in my Neceſſity. But you delight 


in doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my Friend Trap- 
land's Health. An honeſter Man lives not, nor one more 
ready to.ſerve his Friend in Diftre6 ; Tho' I ſay it to his 
Face. Come ful each Man his Glaſs. 1 
4 Scan. What, Ion Trapland ua been aWhotechaſter, 
iy and loves a Wench ſtill. Yoo never knew a Wibremailers 
dat was not an honeſt Fellow.. © 
| Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew—— - 
Scan. What don't I know? — 1 know the Buxom 
black Widow in the Poultrym—800/. a Year 
n een in Money. Ahah'! Old aß. id 
Val. Say you fo, Yaith: Come, we'll remember the 
Widow: a a e e 
Widow =— | 
Trap. No more indeed. 8 . 
Fal. What, the Widow's Health ; eben 
dy - drink.) A lovely Girl, i faith, black fpark- | 
| Bic poming Raby" Lip hone el UN 
dam Boat £75 Ml, hab} ©: 3 
Trap. No, n0, there's no fuch thing, we'd better mind | 
Fial, No faith, we'll ins the Widow's Buſineſs, fill 
1 round heaving Breaſts, — a Barbary 
Shape, and a Jut with her Bum, would ſtir an Archoret : 
| And the prettieſt Foot ! Oh if a Man could but | 
Eyes to her Feet, as they ſteal i in and out, and play at 
We ane her Petticpats, ah! Ne Trapland? © 
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20 Love * Love. 
Trap. Verily, give me 2 Glaſs, ——you're a Wag, 


and here's to the Widow. [Drinks. 
Scan. . ! 
e Ip. c 
a 
t 
f 
b 
f [QT them] Officer. . t 

. v your Leave, Gentlemen, Mr. Trap 

if we muſt do our Office, tell 8 
PLA Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pall. Mall and Covent. 
Garden; and if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will 


be abroad, and block up the Chocolate- Houſes, and then 
our Labour's loſt, _ 

Trep. UdG that's true, Mr. Palatine, Love Mirth, 
= but Buſineſs muſt be done, are you ready to. 
2 Fee. bir, your Father's Steward. ſays he comes to 


rt make Propoſals concerning your Deb. 
1 Pal. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, fend away your 
1 Officer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently.” _. | 


3 Mr. rr eee de £ 8 92 1 85 | | 


SCENE W 

Vedi, Scandal, „ Seeed, . 
| 8 4 . 

TERE' now, 2 Traytor in is Wine! 

PE id Teremy fetch him 

bene warm. we or . WA Stomach, and 


— 5 
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LovE for Lo vx. ZI 
Trap. Mr. Scandel, you are uncivil ; I did not value 
your, Sack; but you cannot expect it again, when I have 
drunk it. 
Scan. And how do you expect to have your Money 
when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 

e Jeg ne r na e I underfiand the 
tions · they are very hard, but my Neceſſity is very 
— I agree to em. Take Mr. 3 
let him draw the 8 Traphand, you knew 

this Man, he ſhall ſatisfy you 
Pap. Sincerely, I am Tow to be thus pets but 


Neceſity . _ 
2 Ale. e, you tall b 


der Mt 

"Rom. Iam 1 het WP ALI 2 
Val. No; He has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in the 
World; : You have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that 
PT was ſent to Sea three Years ago, This Brother, my Fa- 
abe | therhears, is landed; wherehpon be very affectionately 
3 ſends me Word; If 9 
ne of my Right to his aſter nit r to m 

| Brother, he will immediately furniſh 


and Pound, to pay my Debts, PI 1 


„ — their Money, and 
my . 


This was onee propoſed before, and I refus'd it; but he Eu 
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my own Impatience of Confinement, and Abſence from 
Angelica, force me to conſent. 

Scan. Avery deſperate Demonſtration of your Love to 
- Angelica: And I think ſhe has ever gion py any AF 
furance of hers. hp 4 hi 

Fal You know 5 emper ; never 
great Reaſon e 1 ud 
Scan. Women of her airy Temper, a they Adem 
think before they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light to 
gueſs at what they mean: But you have little to 
believe that a Woman of this Age, who has had an In- 
difference for you in your Proſperity, Will fall in Love 
with your ill Fortune; beſides, 4ng#lice, has a great For- 
tune of her own; and great . | 


. ane Es Lie LEY 


e eng MR 
N . ee | | 
. O RE Misfortunes, Sir. 


Val. ' What, another Dun ? 8 
— ZK. n -<5d = hap 


* Fe, Wal, Yr Er wan ding Ka | 
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| Sur Valet, 
Ox onhim, be 

'Fal. No, had 
Dru we as 
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in Humour and Underſtanding ; and as you fet up for 
Defamation, he is a mender of Reputations. 
Stan. A mender of Reputations! ay, juſt as he ps Ly, 
keeper of Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in _£ 04x 
the ſame manner. For the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in the Rs. = 
Poſture of a Whiſper ; and deny a Woman's Name, while A- 7 
xe gives you the Marks of her Perſon: He will forſwear 2 
receiving a Letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew gs 
you her Hand in the Superſcription : And yet perhaps he 

has counterfeited the Hand too, and ſworn to a Truth; 

but he hopes not to be believ'd ; and refuſes the 

of a Lady's Favour, as a Doctor ſays, No, to a Biſhop= 

rick, only that it may be granted him.— In ſhort, he is 

"4 publick Profeſſor of Secrecy, and makes Proclamation — 
Weimer 


SCENE 
L chen] Tattle. 5 
ta Jt „ good Morrow ; Scandal, Iam Yours; 
— when you fpeak well of me. | 4 
Scan, That is, when I am Yours; for while I am my 2 24 
own, or any Body s elſe, nean, r 
Tat, How Inhuman! 7 * 


val. Why, Tail, e e 
at any thing that he ſays: For to converſe with Scan, 
is to play at Lag Loadum 3 I ee 
to him, before you can win it for your ſelf. cl 

Tatt. But how barbarous that is, ed henna. | * 
for him, that the World ſhall think the better of any <Þ 
Perſon-for his Calumniation I . 
rr n 

* very tenderly i * 


—— — 


24 Love for Love, 
Scan. Ay, fuch rotten Reputations as you have to deal 
with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. | 
Fatt: Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you ſay 
rotten, 2288 naar Jaane ty 

3 How cruel that is? 

Scan. Not know em: ity ae ber hid to ds 

with avy day thatdad not ſtink to all the Town. 

Tat. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of it in- 

deed. For there is nothing more known, than that no 

Body knows any thing of that Nature of me. As I hope 

to be ſav d, Valentins, I never expos d 6 Woman, fince 

I knew what Woman was. 

. Andi yet you have convers'd with ſeveral: 

La. To be free with you, I have I don't care 
if I own that=——Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold 

Word now) I power cond angle with. Wang, . that d 

had to do with any Body elſe. | 

Sean. How! | 

Val. Nay faith, Tm apo believe mace 

her Huſband, Tatil. 3 | 

Tatt. N 

Seam. What chink you of that noble  Commoner 

Mrs. Drab ?. 

Tua. Pooh, be Midas ee made her Brag 
1 es or four Places, that 1 ſaid this and that, and 

writ vo. her, and did 1 know not Wat -Bat; upon * 

my Reputation, ſhe did me wrong — Well, well, 

ttt vu Malice Bat 1 Know the Bottém of it. 

Zh was brib'd to that by one we all kn²¹ LA 
lan t00. Only to bring me . 

tain Woman 1 on, I, 

Stun. Whom we all know, 564 

* Tate: . Ur for thinwb Vs, os 

ee every body knows my Secrets I 

Dee eee Lady'of my Timocenice 3 
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| deat ff fons who:make it their Buſineſs to tell Stories; and {ay 
chis and that of one and n 
a ſay ! World; and, fays I, if your G. 2 
1 you Scan. Grace! 
BB Tarr. O Lord, what have I ſaid My unucky Tongue! 
to doll Val. Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Taithe, . 
it in- ¶ one can in Reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſtrem for thee, 
at ref ell, and ha, ba, ha, well, go on, and whar did youll 
Fa). I eonfels this is fontethialy extincilinary. | 
Tati. Not a Word, as I hope to be ſaved 3 an erraut 
T, Lingaæ — Come, let's talk of ſortiaching elf. 
Val. Well, but how. did you acquit yoar ſelf? 
Tatt. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, Leah rally'd did 
„ that n —— 2 Woman of ordinary Rank was a little 
: jealous of me, and I told En IC wick 

Scan. — je him alone, be tae ans 
Nr 

Tat. — I-Supp'd laſt Night — voir Ms 
firefs, and her Uncle Old Forg/ght : Tn 
ther lies at Forefight's. 9 4 30 £3 93 
Pal. Ves. 822 1 2 
Ten een reg. us ner | 
fo is Mrs, Forefight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail... | 
Scan. Yes, Mes. Frail is a very fins Woman, ealt 


Knovy her. N en 0 
| Tarr. On chat is riot fair... * — 0 9 22 
5 Scar. What Ff ay 99 797 1 nu, 
Ie. Totell. + | . 8 
y body | Scan. To ell what? Why, what do you Law of 
Secrets Mrs. Frail?” | . 
wence 3 Tatt . Who 1? Upon Hor: ann knoj, wh EY 
the et- 22 8 5 


n * * — 
Yo OE J . "» « , 
| =. + . » — 
| * 
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ſhe be Man or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her 
Chin, and Roandnels of her Hips. 13-11, 
Stan. No! | | 

Tatt. No. 

Scan. She fays otherwiſe. . 

Tatt. Impoſlible ! 1 

Scan. Ves Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. 

- Tatt. Why then, as I hope to be fav'd, I believe a 
Woman only obliges a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe may 
have the Pleaſure of telling her ſelf. 

Scan. No doubt on't. Well, bat has ſhe done you 
Wrong, or no? You have had her!? Ha? 

Tatt. Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt, I 
cc 
declar c. : 

Scan. Well, you own i 

Tat. I am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd! Yes, yes, E can't de 
w., n >a 
Sean. She'll be here by and by, th foe Palin every 
a Moming. 

Tait. How! 
Pal. She does me the 3 . 7 


_ Viſit ſometimes. I did not think ſhe had granted more 


to any Body. 
Scan. Nor I faith But Tattle Joes not uſe to bely 
a Lady; DN 
eee Valentine? | 
Tart. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? 
Scan. Pa refoly d III afk her. ! 
Tatt. O barbarous ! Why did you tell mourn 
Scan. No, you told us. {rel pf 7 
Tatt. And bid me aſk Valentine ? fa ie YA * 
Fal. What did I ſay? I hope W 
to confeſs an Anſwer, when e 


2 8 E „ ag 
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| Love fir Lov. 27 
Tatt. But, Gentlemen, this is the maſt inhuman 
Proceeding 


her 


Val. Nay, if you have laben este ies Tang, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the 


| 
1 
| 
| 
ann, WY BORO q 


M.A 


ond © 6 sc ENE IL. 8 
| | {To them] Jeremy. | 
rſt, I you (ITN Mrs. Frail has Gn o Know if you ue 


Val. Shew cared rages nr egcag 8 5 


eee 
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Ml SCENE XIII. 
Valentine, Scandal, Taue. ©; op 1 


n of a br wo 

Val. You'll meet her. 
att. Ts there not a back way? | 
Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion; than, 
d give Scandal ſuch an Advantage ; why, your running 
away will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tatt. Scandal you will not be fo ungenerou O, * 
A chall joſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever—I. ſhall ne 
. ver be receiv d put upon publick Days; and my Viſits - 
vin never be admitted beyond #Drawing-Room : I hall 

ever ſee a Bed-Chamber again, never be lock d in . 
ring me Cloſet, nor run behind a Screen, or under a Table ; neren 
de diſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting · Women by the 1 
f Truſty Mr. Tattle more Vou will not be fo cruel. 

Val. 2 have pity on him; ke'l ale any 
-onditic ＋ 2 1 Tat. 
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Painters, to write the Name at the Bottom. ** : 
2 Well, firſt then — | 
1: 

Vs 73 4 | 21. | 7 

: SCENE XIV. + 8 

D Ze them] Mrs. Frail. ft 

74. Unfortunate] ſhe's. come already; will you 
have Patience *till another cime———— th 

double the Number. fi 
.. © Scan. Well, on that cadre heod yo 0 
don t fail me. fa 
Mrs. Fail. T ſhall get a fine Reputation, by coming th 

ta ſee Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are fab 


ee. pra Sn] 


- 
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Tatt. Any, any Term: * 

_ Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half — Women of 

good Reputation to me preſently Come, where are 

you familiar? And ſee that they are Women Ag, b l 
* the firſt Quality. | | 
Lait. Tis very hard---Won't a Baronet's Lady * 

Scan. No, nothing under a Right Honourable. _ 

Tar. O inhuman ! You dont expect their Names | 

San. No, their Titles ſhall ſerre. 
Tatt. Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray fare me their 


Titles; Tl deſcribe their Perſons. t 


Scan. Well, begin then: But tale notice, if you are I. 
o ill a Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your iN © 


Picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad . 


yon hare too? Oh Mr. Taule, en thing 6 le wh 1 


2 
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2 Mrs. Frail. Amelica Manner © 
Oe" al. What, you will allow an abſent Lover 
Mrs. Frail. No, I'll allow a Lover preſent with. his 
wlity Miſtreſs to be particular But otherwiſe I think his 
gore, Oe > place to his Manners. 
Val. But what if he has more Paſhon-tham Manners? ? 
Mrs. Frail. Then let him many and reſorm. | 
| Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the Fury of his 
*-- Paſſton, but it very rarely mends a Man's Manners. 
Mrs. Fra. Vou are the moſt miſtaken in che World; 
there is no Creature perfectly civil, but a Hufband, For 
in a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and that 
is the higheſt good Breeding, for it begets his Civility 
ou ¶ to other People. Well, III tell you News ; but! fup 
de von hear Your Brother Benjamin is landed. And my Bro- 
—_ Daughter is come out of the Conytry — 
Ilaſſure you, there's a Match talk'd of by the ed People 
Well, if he be but as great a Sea-Beaft, as ſlie is 
a Land: Monſler, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Bregd--. 
The Progemy will be all Otters : He has been bred at 
Sea, and ſhe has never been out of the Country. ts 
Val. Pox -take” re e N bodes me no 
nn ſure.” 
Mrs. Frail. Now you ale of ConjanBion” my Bro- 
ther Foreſight, has caſt both their Nativities, and Progno- 
ſticates an Aae and an eminent Juſtice of the Peace 
o be the TifieMale of their two Bodies; tis the moſt 
derten td Pool BHeworfd Rave perſuaded me, that 
this was an umlueky Day, and wöod'd not let me come 
abroag — J invented a Dream, and ſent him to 4 
r Intetpretation, 40 6 ſtole out to ſee you. 
„ waz will you give me now)? Come, T 
have ſomething. 
o moch . Tt Is *. 
IS er Ta 
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Mrs. Frail. Well, what will you all * me ? 

Val. Mine's a Secret. 

Mrs. Frail. Ithought you would give me ſomething, 
that would be a Trouble to you to keep. 

Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good Name. 

Mrs. Frail. 'That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle? 

Tatt.-1.? My Soul, Madam. + 
Mrs. Frail. Pooh, No I thank you, I dave "SEA to 
do to takg care of my own. Well; but I'll come and 
ſee you one of theſe Mornings: I hear you have a great 
many Pictures. 

Tart, I have a pretty good ColleAion at your Service, 

| ſome Originals. 

Scan. Hang him, he has akin but the Seaſon and 
the Tavelve Cz/ars, paltry Copies ; ; and the Five Senſes, 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he him” 
{elf is the only Original you will ſee there. 

| Mrs. Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties 

Scan. Yes, all that have done him F avours, if you 
will believe him. 
© Mrs. Frail, Ay, let us ſee thoſe, Mr. Tate, 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are ſacred to Love and Con- 
templation. No-Man but the Münter and wy oy was 
ever bleſt with the Sight. | 
19 220 Mrs. Frail. Well, but a Woman 
it 5 att. Nor Woman, till ſhe conſented to have her pic. 
Alꝛture there too for then ſhe's R 
A Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd fee. Tian. 

Mrs. Frail. You? _ . 

Scan. Ves Faith, I can flow: you Wei 
and moſt of your Acquaintance tothe Life, and as like 
as at Aneller's. 

© Mrs. Frail. O lying Creature Valantine, does 
not he ye? III can't believe a Word he ſays. 


Tel. nen, n For as 8 
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has Pictures of all that have granted him Favours, he 
has the Pictures of all that have refus'd him, if Satires, 


' Deſcriptions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. 


Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white And 
yet there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both 
Men and Women. I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Af. 
fectation, Wantonneſs, Inconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſ⸗ 
ſimulation, Malice and Ignorance, all in one Piece. 
Then I can ſhow you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cow- 
ardiſe, Bragging, Lechery, Impotence and Uglineſs in 
another Piece; and yet one of theſe is a celebrated 
Beauty, and tother a profeſſed Beau. I have Paintings 


too, ſome pleaſant enough. 


Mrs. Frail. Come, let's hear 'em. 

Scan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Grin for 
a Complexion, and Sweating for a Shape. 

Mrs. Frail. So. 

Scan. 'Then I have a Lady burning Brandy i ina Cellar 
with a Hackney-Coachman. 

Mrs. Frail. O Devil! Well, but that Story i is not true. 

Scan. I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too; I havea Law- 


yer with a hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one 


Face; a Divine with two Faces, and one Head; and I 
have a Soldier with his Brains in his Belly, and his Heart 
where his Head ſhould be. 

Mrs. Frail. And no Head? 

Scan. No Head. | 

Mrs. Frail. Pooh, this is all win Have you 
ne er a Poet 
Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and felling 
Praiſe for Praiſe, and a Critick picking his Pocket. 1 
have another large Piece too, repreſenting a School ; 
where there are huge proportion'd Criticks, with long 
Wiggs, Lac'd Coats, | Steinkirk Cravats, and terrible 
Toms with Cat-calls in their Hands, and Horn-Books 
B 4 about 
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about their Necks.” Thave many more of this kind, very 


well painted, as you ſhall ſee. 
. Mrs. Hail. Wen, PH come, ru be bo n 


SCENE xv. 
ETo them] Jeremy. 


2 Fere. 8 1 R. here's the Steward again from your Father, 7 


Val. I'll come to him will you give 


me Leave, I'Il wait on you again preſently. 


Mrs. Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who Squires me 
to the Exchange ? J muſt call on my Siſter Forefight there, 
Scan. I will : I have a mind to your Siſter, | 

Mrs. Frail. Civil! 5 
Latt. Iwill, becauſe I have a Tendre for your Ladythip 
Mrs. Frail. That's ſome what the better Reaſon, to my 


Opinion. 
Scan. Well, e as I have the better 


Opportaniy to engage your Siſter. 
Val. Tell Angelica, I am about, making hard Condi- 
tions to come abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee her. 


Ware P1L give an Account of you, and your Proceed- ; 


If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the moſt 

.. er of any Body that I know: Yousfancy that part- 

ing*with your b Eſtate will help you to your Miſtreſs— 

In my Mind he is a Thoughtleſs Adventurer, 

: Who hope: to purchaſe Wealth, by jelling Land ; 
0 win a Miſtreſi with a lying Hand. | 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
A Room in F oreſight's Houſe: = 


Foreſight and Servant. 


„% „ „ 


* FORESIGHT. ' 


= 7 
Nil 0 40 ® come home? Nor my Siſter, nor my. 
n 


5 Fore. Mercy on us, what can, be ended fs? 


| Sure: the Moon is in al ber Fortitudes; 31s my Niece 4. 


gelioa at home? 
Serv. Yes, Sir. 
Ferre. I believe you lye, Sir. 
Serv. Sir? : | 
Faure. I ay you lye, Sir. Ir is impoſtble that any ; 
jo orb el have it; for I-was born, Sir, 
Dien itlie Era. Was akending, ——_— 
Ser. Lowe tell indeed; Sir. ok | 
ere No, 1 But Tea cl. 
and fer, ir. 


4 
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they ha' given her any Dinner 


34 Love er LOVE. 


SCENE i, 


To them] Nurſe. 


Pore. NJ RSE, where's your young Miſtreſs ? 


_ Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart, I know not, they're 
none of em come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's 
fond o ſeeing the Town Marry, pray Heav'n 
Good lack- 
a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange ; Tu vow and ſwear 


now, ha, ha, ha, 3 


like ! 


Fore. Why how now, what's the Matter ? 


Nurſe. Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luck, 
Marry and Amen with all my Heart, for you have put 
E with the wrong fide outward... 

Fore. Ha, how? Faith and troth, I'm glad of it; and 

I have, that may be good Luck in troth, in troch 

may, very good Luck: Nay I have had ſome Omens : 
I have got out of Bed backwards too this Morning, 
without Premeditation ; pretty good that too; but then 
Tftumbled coming down Stairs, and met a Weaſel; bad 


Omens thofe : Some bad, ſome good, our Lives are 
checquer'd : Mirth and Sorrow, Want and Plenty, 


Night and Day make up our Time hut in 


troth I am pleas'd at my Stocking; very welbpleasd 


with my Stocking Oh here's my Niece —Sir- 
rah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'll wait on him if he's 
at leiſure. . tis now three a Clock, a very good 


Hour ſor Buſineſs, 3 


0 ts 'SCBNB 


For by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Huſband 
the Propheſy needs no Explanatiop. | 


ROT 
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sen W 


Angelica, Foreſight, Nurſe. 
A4. T* it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle ? 


pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Order. 
Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too ? Sure all - 


Females are mad to day It is of evil P 
and bodes Miſchief to the Maſter of a Family 
I remember an old Propheſy written by Meſabalab the 
Arabian, and thus tranſlated by a Reverend Buckingham- 
ſire Bard. 

I den Houſe-wifes all the Houſe for ſake 

And leave good Man to Brew and Bake, 

Miibouten Guile, then be it ſaid, 

Dat Houſe doth flond upon its Head; „ 

And when the Head is ſet in Grond, vet 

Ne narl, if it be fruitful fond. 


8 


Fruitſul, the Head fruitful, that bodes ey: 9 


of the Head is Horns Dear Niece, ſtay at home 


Ax. Well, but I can neither make you n bold. 
Uncle, by going abroad; enn 


by ſtaying at home. 
. Fare. Ves, yes; while there's one Woman lf, the 


Prepheſy is not in full Force. 


Aug. But my Inclinations are in force; I have mind. 


to-go abroad, and if you won't lend me your Coach 


PH.take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to erect 
à Scheme, and find who's in Conjunction with y 


Wife. Why don't you keep her at home, if yours 
n eee abroad ? You know my Auby 


D . B 6 1 
„ ; : ä 


1 


- keep againſt the laſt inviſible Eclipſe, laying in Provifion | 


* 
9 
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is a little Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. Un- 


cle, I'm afraid you are not Lord of the Afcendant, 
ha, ha, ha. 


Fire. Well, Jill-Airt, you are very pert——and al- 


ways ridiculing that celeſtial Science. 
Ang. Nay Uncle, don't be angry 


If you are, 


I'll reap up all your falſe Propheſies, ridiculous Dreams, 


and idle Divinations. I'll fwear you are a Nuſance to 
the Neighbourhood — What a Buſtle did you 


a twere for a Siege? What a World of Fire and Candle, 
Matches and Tinder-boxes did you purchaſe! One 
would have thought we were ever after to live under 


Ground, or at leaſt making a Voyage to Greenland, ta. 


inhabit there all the dark Seaſon; 
Fore. Why you malapert Slu. 


Aug. Will ycu lend me your Coach, or I'll go on 


Nay, I'll declare how you propheſy'd Popery was coming, 
only becauſe the Butler had miſlaid ſome of the Apoſtle 
Spoons, and thought they were lat. Auay went Reli - 


gion and Spoon-meat together Indeed, Per 
A indite you for a Wizard. 
Fre. ow Huſly ! was there ever ſuch a provoking 


| Nurſe. ae Wi ue! 


ves, I can make Oath of your unlawful Mid. | 


Ant Brafticess, you and the Old Nurſe there 
Nurſe. Marry Heav'n defend————2 at Midnight 


| - Practices =— — O Lord, what's here to do 


I in unlawfol Doings with my Mafler's Worſhipo—— 


b Why did you ever hear the like no Fir, 


did ever I do any thing of your Midnight Conoerns 
dut warm your Bed, and tuck you up, and ab 
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Ang. Ye, I ſaw you together, through the Key-hole 
of the Cloſet, one Night, like Saul and the Witch. of 
Endor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your 
Thumbs, to write poor innocent Servants Names in 
Blood, about a little Nutmeg-Grater, which ſhe had 
forgot in the. Caudle· Cup Nay, I know ſomething 
worfe, if I would ſpeak of it 
Fore. I defy you, Hufly ! but I'll remember this, III 
be reveng'd on you, Cockatrice ; I'll hamper vou 
You have your Fortune in your 0Wn Hands 
but I'll find a way to make your Lover, your Prodigal 

- Spendthrift Galant, Valentine, pay for all, I will. 
Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then 
Look tot, Nurſe : I can bring Witneſs that you have a 
great unnatural 'Teat under your left Arm, and he ano- 
| ther; and that you ſuckle a young Devil in the Shape 

of a Tabby-Cat, by turns, I can. 

Nurſe. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Feat! O the 
falſe ſlanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing 


but like another Chriſtian. [Cryizg- 
Fore. I will have Patience, fince it is the Will of the 
Stars I Thould be thus tormented — This is the 


Effe& of the malicious Conjunctions and Oppoſitions in 

the third Houſe of my Nativity ; there the Curſe of 

| Kindred was foretold But I will have my 

Doors loc d up II puniſſi n 
den enter my Hou MJ a 

An. Ds Uncle, lock em up quickly before my Aunt 

1 Moll have a Letter for Alimo- 

| wy th Morrow Mibindiig==— But let me be gone firſt, / 

and then let no Mankind come near the Houſe, but con- 

verſe with Spirits and the Celeſtial Signs, the Dull, ant 

the Ram, and the Goat. Bleſs me there are a great 

many Rerwd Beaſts among the webe Signs, Vun 

| Bur-Qucltolds yo tw ese. Ta 
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Fore. But there s but one Virgin among the Signs, Spit- 
fire, but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had 
had to do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle. That 
makes my Aunt go abroad. 

Fore. How? How? Is that the Reaſon ? Come, you 
know ſomething ; tell me, and I'll forgive you; do, 
good Niece Come, you ſhall have my Coach and 
Horſes——Faith and troth you ſhall Does my 
Wife complain? Come, I know Women tell dhe ano- 
ther She is young and ſanguine, has a wanton 
Hazle Eye, and was born under Gemini, which may in- 
cline her to- Society; ſhe. has a Mole upon her Lip, 
with a moiſt Palm, and an open Liberality on the 
Mount of Venus. ; 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha. | 
_ Fore. Do you laugh? Well Gentlewoman, TII.— 
But come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your poor 


SCENE IV. 9 

1 [7o them] Servant. 
8 IR Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you-- 
Ang. Good bu'y Uncle—Call mea Chair--Ill 
ind out my Aunt; A ſhe muſt riot come home. 


Fre. I'm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to re- 
ceive him; I ſhall ſcarce recove# myſelf before the Hour 
be paſt: Go Nurſe, e e er ven an 
on him. f 1 f a 

. - Nurſe. Yes, Sir. n 

. Fore. Well Why, Fg pot oth who cm. 
14. there's no more to ne here: already. 


LENS, © 8 C E mY E 
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EN N 
ente 


? 3 Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon Legend ævith a Paper. 


; Sir Samp. NA old Boy, that's 
4 | plain———hear tis, I have it in my 
a Hand, Old ee I'll make the ungracious Prodigal 
r know who begat him; I will, old Noftrodamus. What, 
. I warrant my Son thought nothing belong d to a Fa- 
1 ther, but Forgiveneſs and Affection; no Authority, no 
Correction, no Arbitrary Power; nothing to be done, 
but for him to offend, and me to pardon. I warrant 


% you, if he danc'd till Doomſday, he thought I was to 

Ir pay the Piper. Well, but here it is under black and 

— white, Signatum, Sigillatum, and Deliberatum ; that as 

, ' ſoon as my Son Benjamin is arriv'd, he is to make over 

I tohim his Right of Inheritance. Where's my Daughter 
that is to be hah! old Merlin! body o'me» 


I'm fo glad Pm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue. 

Fore. Odfo, let me ſee: Let me ſee the Paper 
Ay, faith andtroth, here tis, if it will but hold 
I wiſh things were done, and the Conveyance made 
When was this ſign'd, what Hour? Odfo, you ſhould 
have conſulted me for the time. Well, but nel] not 

| haſte wn — 

Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte enough, aig Son Bao 
will be in Town to Night I have order'd 
my Lawyer todraw up Writings of Settlement and Join- 

 ture® , | — All ſhall be done to Night No 

uc- matter for the time: pr the. Brother Forefight, leave 

dx. Superſtition — Pox o'th' time; there's no time 
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what's paſt, and all that is to come will happen. If 


the Sun ſhines by Day, and the Scars by Night, why 


we ſhall know one- another's Faces without the Help of 
a Candle, and that's all the Stars are good for. 


Fore. How, hew ? Si 17 that all? Give me 


kave to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 
Sir Samp. I tell you I am wile 5 and /apiens domina- 

bitur aftris ; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an 

Argument to confound your Ephemerisemamm—[gno- 


rant II tell you, I have travell'd old Fircu, and 


know the Globe. I have ſcen the Auripodes, where the 
Sun riſes at Midnight and ſets at Noon- Day. | 

- Fore. But I tell you, I have travell'd, and travell'd in 
the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the P/zners, and. 
their Houſes. Can judge of Motions Direct and Retro- 
grade, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines, and Oppeſitions, 
Fiery Trigons and Aquatical Trigons. Know whether 
Life ſhall be long 'or ſhort, Happy or Unhappy, whe- 
ther Diſeaſes are Curable or Incurable. If Journeys 


hall be proſperous, Undertaking , or Goods | 


feln recover'd, I know 4 
Sir Samp. I know the length Wh Emperor of 


 Ebind's Foot; have kiſe'd the Great Maiks Slipper, 
And rid a Hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham of 


Turrary. Body o'me, I have made a Cuckold of a 


King, Wed The ont Money ey; Bantam is the Iſſue of 
„ Eats.” me 


Fbre. I "I when Travettets te or eile Truth, 
when they don't know it themſelves. 


ir Samp. I have known an Aſtrologer made a Ge | 
kotd in the twinkling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, 


that cou'd not keep the Devil out of his Wife's Circle. 
Fos. What, does he twit me with my Wife too? 1 
mult be Better inform'd of this AI Alde.]— Do you mean 


my Wife, Sir gampſonꝰ Tho you make a Cuckold of 
3 Yer by the Body of the Sun 


Sir N 


=” 
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Sir Samp. By the Horns of the Moon, you wou'd ſay, 
Brother Capricorn. 

Fore. Capricorn in your Teech, thou Modern Mande- 
wil; Ferdinand Mendez. Pinto was but a Type of thee, 
thou Lyar of the firſt Magnitude. -. Take back your 
Paper of Inheritance; ſend your Son to Sea again. T'll 
wed my Daughter to an Egyptian Mummy, ere ſhe ſhall 
Incorporate with a Contemner of Sciences, and a 1 
of Virtue. 

Sir Samp. Body « o'me, I have gone too far; 
tian Mummy is an illuſtrious Creature, my truſty Hie. 
roglyphick ; and may have Significations of Futurity a- 
bout him; Odsbud, I would my Son were an Egyptian 
Mummy for thy fake. What, thou art not angry for 


. a Jeſt, my goop Haly=— reverence the Sen, Moon 


and Stars with all my Heart What, T1! make 
thee a Preſent of a Mummy : Now I think on't, Body 
me, I have a Shoulder of an Egyptian King, that I 


purloin'd from one. of the Pyramids, powder'd with 


thou ſhalt have it brought home u 
thy Houſe, and make an Entertainthent for all the PB. 


lomaths, and Students in Phyſick and Aſtrology in and 
about London. 
Fore. But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Samp/on? 
SirSamp. Thy Wig is a Conſtellation of Virtues; ſhe's 
the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon : Nay, thets 
more Illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her 5 
without her Inconſtancy, ſbud I was but in jeſt. 


| Love for Love. 
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SCENE VI. 


[To them] Jeremy. 


Si np Herre who ſent for you; Ah? What 
wou'd you have? - | 

Fre. Nay, if you were but in je Who's that 
Fellow ? I don't like his Phyſiognomy.. 

Sir Samp. My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son 
Benjamin hoh? 

Tere. No, Sir, Mr. Palentine, my Maſter —* tis 
| the fir ime he has been abroad iner his Confiement, 

16 © BJ Duty to you. 


Ts SCENE VIE 


| Foreſight, $% Sampſon, Valentine, Jeremy. 


7. E is here, Sir. 
H Val. Vour Bleſſing, sir. 


Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir, I think 1 fene 
it you to Day in a Bill of Four thouſand Pound: A 
great deal of Money, Brother Foreſgbt. 

Fore. Ay indeed, Sir Samp/en, a great deal of Money 
for a young Man, I wonder what he can do with it ! 

Sir Samp. Body o me, ſo do I. Hark ye, 


_ PFalentine, if there be too much, refund the Superiluity ; 
5a | Fal. 


e Boy ? 


N V5 2 >f 
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Val. Superfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce pay my Debts,--- 
hope you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thoſe hard Conditions, which my Neceſſity ſign d to. 

Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you 

'd to intimate, concerning Indulgence ?. 
7 Why, Sir, that you — not go to the extre- 
mity of the Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 
Part 
Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I enderfiand you---that's all, ha? 

Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to aſ˙ But what 
you out of Fatherly Fondneſs, will e to add, 
ſhall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial 
Piety, and my fatherly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tal- 
lies.----Here's a Rogue, Brother Fore/fight, makes a Bar- 

in under Hand and Seal in the Morning, and would 

releas'd from it in the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, 
Dog, here's Conſcience and Honeſty ; this is your Wit 
now, this is the Morality of your Wits! You are a Wit, 
and have been a Beau, and — —— 
it not here under Hand and Seal Can you deny it?: 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd ; I ſhalll five toes 
you go up Holborn- Hill.— Has he not a Rogue's Face? 


peak, Brother, you underſtand Phyſiognomy, a 


hanging Look to me of all my Boys the moſt unlike 
me; he has a damn'd Hburn-Face, without 2 


the Clergy. | 


Fore. Hum truly I don't care to diſcourage a 
Man, —be has a violent Death in his Face; but I hope 
3 . 

Val. Sir, is this Ukge for your Son? ber that 
old Weather-headed Fool, nnn 
but you, Sir. 


Sir Samp. You, Sir; * you arne, IS 
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Val. Your Son, Sir. . 


Sir Samp. e e Sir, and I be- 


JT 

Val. Faith, T hope net. 

Sir Samp. What, won'd you have your Mother u 
Whore! Did you ever hear the like! Did youever bear 
the like! Body om | 

Val. I would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and. 
n On:. 

Sir Samp. Excuſe! ebenes Why Sirrah, mayn't I. 
do what 1 pleaſe ? Are not you my Slave? Did not I be- 
get you? And might not I have choſen whether I would 
have :begat'you or no? *Oons who are you? Whence 
came you? What brought you into the World? Ho- 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon theſe 
two Legs, and look erect with that audacious Face, hah? 
Anfwer me that? Did you come a Volunteer into the 
World ? Or did I, with the lawful e CES> 
* preſs you to the Service? 

ul. I know no more why J came, a e d 


ms But here I am, and if you dont mean to 
provide for me, +defire-you would leave. 1. Ne 


Wund me. | 1 9 45 
Sir Samp. With all my Heart: "Come; dn) Bel 
and yo naked out of the World, as you came intot-. 
ul. My Clothes are ſoon put off: But you muſt 


en rave? Reaſon, Thought, Paſlions, Tuclinations, 
| huge Train of 


Affections, Appetites, Senſes, and the 
Attendants that you beget along with me. 
Sir Sang. Body o' me, whar a many headed Monſter 
have I propagated ! 

"Val. 1 an of ary lf a plain A ante Creature, 
a be kept at ſmall Expence ; but-the Retinue that 
you gave me are craving and invincible.;. they are 


many Devils that von have rais'd, and wit have 
Employment. : et It ©. 
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Sir Tamp. Oons, what had I to do to get Children. 
. can't a private Man be born without all theſe Followers? 


--- Why nothing under an Emperor ſhould: be born with 
its. Muy at this rate a Fellow that has but a 

roat in his Pocket, may have a Stomach capable of a 
Ten Shilling Ordinary. 

Fere. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; Tu, Oath 
of it befote any juſtice in Middlefex. 

Sir Sanp. Here's a Cormorant too. "heart this 
Fellow was not born with you ?—TI —— him, 
ln 

Fere. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too: ＋JVNay, and to tell your Wor- 
ſhip another Truth, I believe you did, for I find I was 
born with thoſe ſame Whoreſon Appetites too, chat my 
Maſter ſpeaks of. 

Sir Kaup. Why look you there Ala, oa BY 
maintain it, that hy the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fel- 
low ought to have been born without a Palate 
S' heart, what ſhould he do with a i 
Taſte I warrant now he'd rather eat a Phea- 
fant, than a Piece of poor Fobx : and ſmell, now, why 
I warrant, he can ſmell, and loves Perfumes above a 
Stink. Why there's it; and Muſick, don't yu 
Jove. Muſick, Scoundrel ? 

Fete. Ves, I hate a reaſonable yood Ew, Sir, 2 6 
Jigs and Country Dances, and the like; I don't much 
matter your Solos or Sonata's, they give me the Spleen. 

Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha,-a Pox confound you 
— ol or Sexata's ? *Oons whoſe Son are you? How 
were you engendred, Muckworm? 

Fere. Lam by Father, the Son of a Chairman; my 
Mother ſold Oyſters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Sum - 
mer; and Taub op Stare into the World:; for Þ was 
born in a Cellar; 

Fare. By your Looks, eln one 
of the World too, Friend. Sir Samp. 


e 
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Pal. Your Son, Sir, 4 
Sir Samp. e e Sir, and I be- 
re . 


Val. Faith, I hope not. | 

Sir Samp. What, wou'd vou have your Mother u 
Whore 1 Did you ever hear the like!. Did nn Done: 

Val. I would have an Racas for your Barbarity and. 
mt ee, 

Sir Samp. Excuſe! e Why Sirrah, mayn't I. 
do what 4 pleaſe ? Are not you my Slave? Did not I be- 
get you? And might not I have choſen whether T would 
Have:begat'you or no? *Oons who are you? Whence 
came you? What brought you into the World? How 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon theſe 
two Legs, and look ere& with that andacious Face, hah 2: 
Anfwer me that? Did you come a Volunteer into the 
World ? Or did I, with the lawful ame oe pris 
ne, preſs you to the Service ? 2. 

al. I know no more why I came, a Head bu 


eee But here I am, and if you den ment to 


provide for me, I. define Nee would. leave. . wort 285 

Wund me. b Atte 

Bir Samp. With all ay Heam: Come, ane en 

and yo naked out of the World, as you came into t-. 
Ful. My Clothes are foon put uff: But you muſt 


Auto diveſt meof Reaſon, Thought, Paliohs, Inclinations, 
' AſﬀeQtions, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train of 


Attendants that you beget along with ine. 


oy ago eee wha a-many headed Manſer 
have I propa 


Val. 1 To oy Gifs pho << dikes 


ſee be kept at ſmall Expence ; but che Retinue that 


you gave me are craving and invincible. they are 


-lo-many--Devils: that you have rais'd, RE have.- 
— Employment. cy { 9185 Iv > 
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Sir Saump. Oons, what had I to do to get Children,. 
N can't a private Man be born without all theſe Followers? 
--- Why nothing under an Emperor ſhould: be born with 
tites,. Why at this rate a Fellow that has but a 
* | his Pocket, may have a. Stomach capable of a 
5 Ten Shilling Ordinary. 
Jere. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; PI make Oath 
d of it beſore any juſtice in Midaleſex. 
Sir Saunp. Here's a Cormorant too. heart this 
1 Fellow was not born with you: CO him, 
e- | adT?t+ © 
d Fre. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might 
ce have begot me too: ＋VNay, and to tell your Wor- 
* ſhip another Truth, I believe you did, for I find I was 
ſe born with thoſe ſame Whoreſon Appetites too, that my 
h2 Maſter ſpeaks of. 
he Sir -Samp. Why look you cher HOW, e 
maintain it, that by the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fel- 
low ought to have been born without, a Palate 
S'heart, what ſhould he do with a 


ſant, than a Piece of poor Fahr: and ſmell, now, why 
I warrant he can ſmell, and loves Perfumes above a 
Stink. Why there's it; and Muſick, don't __ 
Jove Muſick, Scoundrel ? 


Jiggsant Country Dances, and the like; I don't much 
matter your Solis or Sonata's, they give me the Spleen. 
FEE Sir Samp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox confound you 
nſter | —— 8%, or Sonatas? *Oons whoſe Son are you? How 
oft were you engendred, Muckworm? 

ture, | Fere, Tam by Father, the Son of a Chairman; my 
that | Mother ſold Oyſters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Sum- 
y are mer; and 1 cameras Dto.the Worlds boon 
have born in a Cellar: 

I Fee. By your Looks, you Leuld gv'ap dicke ws 
dam · of the World too, Friend. Sir Samp. 


Taſte II warrant now he'd rather eat a Phea- 


Jem. Yer, I Mae a reaſonable vod Exe, — 
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Sir Samp. And if this Rogue was Anatomiz'd now, 


and diſſected. he has his Veſſels of Digeſtion and Con- 


coction, and ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of a 


Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber. FTheſe things 
are unaccountable and unreaſonable —— Body o'me, 

why was not I a Bear, that my Cubs might have lid 
upon ſucking their Paws ? Nature has been provident 
only to Bears and Spiders; the one has its Nutriment 
in his own Hands: and t'other ſpins ble Hablation-oat 
of his own Entrails. 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to fupply all the 
Neceſſities of my Nature, if I ind wy Right of In- 
heritance. 

Sir Samp.. Again! 'Oons han't you Gur thouſand 
a rent What, would' ſt thou have me turn 
Pelican, and feed thee out of my own Vitals? 
-!S'heart, live by your Wits,,o——Yo were always 
fond of the Wits, Now let's ſee, if you have 
Wit enough to keep your Rel Vour Brother 


will be in Town to Night, or to Morrow Morning, and 


then look you perform Covenants, and ſo your Friend 
and Servant. — Come, Brother Forefight. ; 


SCENE nl. 
| Valentine, Jeng. . 
Jer. 'Told you what your Viſit wand come to. — 
N A him: Ts N But der 
ſhe was gone abroad, it was eaſily turn'd another 


W what's here? 


* 
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Mrs. Forefght and Mrs. Frail, they are carneſt,--...[1} 
avoid em, Come this way, and go and en- 
quire when Agelica will return. 


SCENE IX. 


| Fe @ » ew WG LJ, 


Mrs. Foreſight, and Mrs. Frail. 


Mrs. Frail. XXT HAT have you to do to watch _} 
'S'life I'll do what I pleaſe. 

Mrs. Fore. You will? 

Mrs. Frail. Yes marry Will IA great Piece of 
Buſineſs to go to Covent-Garden Square in a Hackney, 
Coach, and take a turn with one's Friend. 
Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three Turns, Pl le we 
Oath. : 

Mrs. Frail. Well, what if I walk twenty I 
warrant if you had been there, it had been only in- 
nocent Recreation, Lord, where's the Com- 
ſort of this Liſe, if we can't have the Happineſs of con- 
verſing where we like? | 

Mrs. Fore. But can't you converſe at koins ?—.-I own 
it, I think there's. no Happineſs like converſing witz 
an agreeable Man; I don't quarrel at that, nor I dot 
thiule but your Converſation was very innocent; but the 
Place i pablick, and to be ſeen with a Man in a Hack- 
ney-Caach is ſcandalous : What if any Body elſe ſhow'd 
have feen you alite, as I did? How can any 
Body be happy, while they're in perpetual Fear of being 
ſeen and cenſur'd ?————Befides * e 
* upon you, Siſter, but me. 

Mrs. Frail. Pogh, here's a Clutter-—-Why ſhow'd i i; 
reflect upon you ?——1 don't doubt but you have thought 
R now. 


- Y * * 
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If Thad gone to Knightsbridge, or to Chelſea, or 


| 

to Spring-Gardmn, or Bar»-Elms with a Man he 
ſomething might have been ſæid. | 
Mrs. Fere. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places? * 
What do you mean, Siſter? on” 
Mrs. Frail. Was I? What do'you mean? 2 Ship : 
Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe Place. 5 
Mrs. Frail. I at a worſe Place, and with a Man! x 
Mrs. Fore, I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the * 
, World s End. W 
"Mrs. Frail. The Wirld's En] Was d pon een t 35 
banter me? ---. * 81 
Mrs Fore. Poor 8 You don't know that | 
there's a Place call'd the World's End? Pl fwear you 
can keep your Countenance purely, you'd-make an ad- © 
mirable Player. ha 

. Mrs. Frail. Ti ear you have a'great deal of Conf vo 
gence, and in my Mind too much for the Stage. * 
Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has aa, H 
never were at the World's End? TEA 5 
= - Mrs. Frazl. No. | 655 
13 MIS. Fore. Warn e 75 


Mrs. Frail. Your Face, what's your Face? 


£ 3 Trail No matter for that, it's as gel Face a 


2 Frail. Not by a Den Year wearing,—But 1 
1 deny it poſitively to your Face then. 
3 *Mr. Pore, PII allow you now to find fault with my 
Farce; S N 
me out of Countenance : But look 88 
1 1 On iſter, Siſter! . . | 
| =; ns, Frail. My Bodkin! | N — 
1 Mrs. Fore, Nay, tis yours, loolear jt. © 
19 VMlIxrs. Frail. Well, if yvu go to that, where dil yo e 
— AE en ye 


* 


* 
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9 - M 


* „ 
* . 1 x 
* * - Ot 


| Lovsz for Lovn. 49 
Mrs. _ O Devil on't, that I could not diſcover 
her, without betraying my ſelf. C AAde. 
Mrs. Frail. I have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter; that 
one ſhou'd take great Care, when one makes a Thruſt 
in Fencing, not to lie open ones ſelf. 
Mrs. Fore. It's very true, Siſter: Well, ſince all's 
out, and as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let 
us do what is Gen dons in Duels, take care of one an 
Mrs. Frail. With; all my Heart, ours are but light Fleſh 
Wounds, and if we keep them from the Air, not at all 


dangerous: Well, give me your Hand in Token of 


Siſterly Secrecy and Affection. 
| Mrs. Fore. Here tis with all my Heart. 
YOU Mrs. Frail. Well, as an Earneſt of Friendſhip ad 
Confidence : I'll acquaint you with a Deſign that I 
have: To tell Truth, and ſpeak openly one to an- 
other : Pm afraid the World have obſerv'd us more 
than we have obſerv'd one another. You have a rich 
uſt, Huſband, and are provided for, I am at a Loſs, and 
have no great Stock either of Fortune or Reputation 3 
and therefore muſt look ſharply about me. Sir Samp- 
2 has a Son that is expected to Night; and by the 


Jurer : The Eſtate you know is to be made over to 
um:. Non if I could wheedle him, Siſter, ha 
You underſtand me? 

Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to-the und 
* of my Power And J can tell you one thing 
12 that falls out luckily enough 3 my aukward 

in-law, who you know is deſign'd to be his Wiſe, is 
grown fond of Mr. Tattl ; now if we can improve that, 
1 and make her have an Averſion for the Booby, it may 


yy 80 a great way towards his liking you. Here they 
o ind come together; and let us contrive ſome way or other 


N Os: 


Ewe, | SCENE 


Account I have heard of his Education, can be no Con- 


SCENE X. 
[To them] Tattle and Miſs Prue. - 


&Y A. Other, Mother, Mother, look you here. 

| Mrs. Fore. Fy, fy, Miſs, how you Bayl 

endes, I 05 told you, you maſt not call mt 

- Mother. 

Miſs. What muſt I call you then are youu m 
Father's Wife? 

Ms. Fire. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam 
my Soul, I ſhall fancy my ſelf old indeed, to have thi 
great Girl call me Mother Well, but Miſs, wha 
are you ſo over. joy d at? 

Miſs. Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. Tat 
th has giv'n me Look you here Couſin, here 
* Snuff- Box; nay, there's Snuff in't; he 
will you have any Oh good ! how ſweet it i 
Mr. Tattle is all over ſweet, his Peruke i 
| ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweet, . and his Hand 
17 Kerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than Roſes- 
Smell him Mother, Madam, I mean He e Ben 
me this Ring for a Kiſs. 

Fatt. O fy Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 
Miß. Yes; I may tell my Mother= And b 
0 he'll give me ſomething to make me ſmell { 
2 0h pray lend me your Handkerchief 
Smell, Couſin ; he ſays, he'll give me ſomething that 
Aw make my Smocks ſmell this way -s not it 
pure? It is better than Lavender _— re 
eld I won't let Nurſe put wks more ane 
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Mrs. Frail. Fy, Miſs ; amongft your Linen, you muſt 
ſzy———=You muft never ſay Smock. | 
Miß. Why, it is not bawdy, is it Couſin? | 
Tatt. Oh Madam ; you are too ' ſevere upon Miss; 
you muſt not find fault with her pretty Simplicity, it be- 
comes her ſtrangely pretty Miſs, don't let em per- 
ſuade you out of your Innocency. | 
Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you Toad Il wiſh you don' t 


perſuade her out of her Innocency. 


Tatt. Who I, Madam! — Oh Lord, how can your 
Ladyſhip have ſuch a Thong you don't 
know me? 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Devil, ſly Devil——Ho s as cloſe, 
Siſter, as a Confeſſor le thinks we don” t ob- 
ſerve him. 

. Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur, how ſoon he cou'd 
ind ont a freſh harmleſs Creature; and left us, Siſter, 
preſently. 54 | 

Tatt. Upon Reputation. — — 2IY 

Mrs. Fore. They're all fo, Siſter, theſe Men 
they love to have the ſpoiling of a young thing, they 
are as fond of it, as of being firſt in the Faſhion, or 
of ſeeing a new Play the firſt Day,—I warrant it would 
break Mr. Tat#/z's Heart, to think that any Body elſe 
ſhould be beforehand with him. - 

Tatt. Oh Lord, I ſwear I would not for the World 

Mrs. Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you. 
You'd be hang'd before you — — C 

now you ſhe's very pretty Lord, what 
pure red and white! -the looks ſo wholeſome ; 
ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but I ney, il Een 


| a Man. 


Miſs. How you love to jeer one, nn | 7. 
by my 8001 


Mrs. Fore. Hark'ee, Siſter, 
Cin is oil already ————<aye think den. 
-Gal  * 


r endure a great lubberly Tarpawlin 


C2 I war- 
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T warrant you, the want let him come near her, afur , 
Mr. Tattle. 


Mrs. Frail. O' my Soul, I'm afraid not ch 

— filthy Creature, that ſmells all of Pitch and 
Jar Devil take you, you confounded Toad 
hy did you ſee her, before ſhe was married? 
Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him 
Huſband will hang us He'll think we brought em 
acquainted. 
Mrs. Frail. Come, Faith let us be gone If 
my Brother Forgſigbt ſhou'd find us with them; 
He'd think ſo, ſure enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd . but then leaving em to- 
gether is as bad And he's ſuch a ſly Devil, hel 
never miſs an Opportunity. 

Mrs. Frail. I don t care; I won't be ſeen in't. 

Mrs. Fore. Well, if you ſhou'd, Mr. Tartle, you'll 
Have a World to anſwer for, remember I waſh my, Hand 
of it, Pm throughly Innocent. 


„ ow” 
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so ENE XI. 


Tattle, Miſs Proe 


, EAT makes em go away, Mr. Tattl: 
What do they mean, do you know? 


Jatt. Yes, my Dear think I can gueſs----Bd 
hang me if I know the Reaſon ofcit. 

Miſs. Come, muſt not we go too? 

Tatt. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Mzi/+. No l What chen? r 


t 5 
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| Tatt. I muſt make Love to you, pretty Miſs ;- will: 
after you let me make Love to you? | 
Miſs. Ves, if you pleaſe. 

cb Tate. Frank, 1 Gad, at leaſt: What à Pox does: 
1 Mrs. Foreſigbt mean by this Civility? Is it to make a: 
Fool of me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good: 
Morality, and do as ſhe would be done by Gad 
I'll underſtand it ſo. [ Jfede. 

Miſe. Well; and how will you make Love to me 
Come, I long to have you W I make Love 
too? You muſt tell me how.. 

Tatt. You muſt let me ſpeak, Mic, you muſt not 
ſpeak firſt; I muſt aſk ycu Queſtions, and you mult. 
Mi. What, is it like the Catechiſm ? — Come. 
then aſk me. 

Tatt. D'ye think you can love me? 

Miſs. Yes. 

Tatt. Pooh, - Pox, you muſt not fay yes already; P 
ſhan't care a Farthing for you then in a twinkling; 

Miſs. What muſt I ſay then? 

- Tate. Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or 
you can't tell | 

Miſs. Why, mutt I tell a Lye then? 

Tatt. Yes, if you'd be well-bred. All well-bred- 
Perſons Lye Beſides, . you are a Woman, you 
muſt never ſpeak what you think: Your Words muſt. 
contradict your Thoughts; but your Actions may con- 
| tradict your Words. So, when I ask you, if you can 
Tatil. love me, you muſt ſay no, but you muſt love me too- 

4 — If I tell you you are handſome, you muſt. 
ic ceny it, and ſay J flatter you But you muſt 
think your ſelf more charming than I ſpeak you 

And like me, for the Beauty which I ſay you have, 
n nnch as if Ln my ſel. If I aſk you to 
C3 kiſs . 


54 Love for Love. 
kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt not refuſe 
me. IfI ask you for more, you muſt be more angry, 
but more complying ; and as ſoon as ever I 
make you ſay you'll "7 out, 291 muſt be ſure to hold 
your Ton | | 
Miſs. O Lord, I fins this is pure, el like 
It better than our old faſhion'd Country way of ſpeaking 


one's Mind ; and muſt not you-lye too ? 
. Tati. Hum Yes But you muſt believe 
I ſpeak Truth. 


Miſs. O Gemint ! Well, I always had a great Mind 
to tell Lyec but they frighted me, and ſaid it 
was a Sin. _ 

Tait. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me 

y giving me a Kiſs ? | 
No, Indeed ; Tw angry at you. 
5 | 8 4 [Runs and kiſſes him, 
1 * 4 wy 5 Tar. Hold, hold, that's pretty well but you 
; . * mould not have given it me, bur have Tal: me to 
have taken it. 
Miſs, Well, we'll do it again. 756 
i With all my Heart Now then my liche 
w a LKAes her, 
Miſs. Piſh. 
Lais. Thabs right, —again my Charmer. [Kiſſes again. 
Mijs. O fy, nay, now I can't abide you. 
Tati. Admirable! That was as well as if you had 
been born and bred in Covent · Garden, And won't you 
ſnew me, pretty Miſs, where your bed Chamber is? 
Miſs. No, indeed won't I: but I'll run there, and 
hide my ſelf from you behind the Curtains. —— 
Tatt. I'll follow you. | | 
Miß. Ah but I'll hold the Door with both Hands, 
nd be angry; and r puſh me down 
F | SIE? ach. et 


refuſe 


ver 1 


hold 


him, 
t you 
me to 


little 
s her 0 


gain. 
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down 


Tatt 
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Tatt. No, I'll come in firſt and. puſh, you down af. 


terwards. 


«Miſs. Will you ? then I'll be more angry, a 


complying. 
Jatt. Then I'll make you cry out. 


Mife. Ok but you ſhan g for I'll hold my Tongue— 


Tatt. Oh my dear apt Scholar. 


Miſs, Well, now I'll run and make more haſte than 


you. 


Lau. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll N 


1 The End of the Second ACT, 
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tt, tell me a Lye. 


ACT IL SCENE k 
| | | | 
Nurſe alone. 
NURSE. 

KITE: PISS, Miſe, Miſs Prye—-Mercy on me, 
en WT marry and Amen. Why, what's become 
SY [M FF. of the Child ?—--Why Miſs, lite Fre 
9 5 Ab. — Sure ſhe has lockt her ſelf . in 
_ her Chamber, and gone to ſleep, or 
Prayers: Miſs, Miſs, I hear her Come to your F vr ka 
Child: Open the Door Open the Door, Miſs-—-I 
hear you cry huſht——O Lord, who's there? [peeps.] 
What's here to do ?—O the Father! a Man with her! 
Why, Miſs I ſay; God's my Eiſe, "here's fine doings 
towards —— O Lord, we're all undone O you young 


Harlotry. Koc. Od's my Life, 9 open the 
r: Til come in the back way. 


* 
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SCENE W 


Tattle, M/ Prue. 


22 ©) Lord, ſhe's coming and ſhe'll telt my Fa- 
ther, what ſhall I do now? 


Tate. Pox take her; if the had ſtaid two Minutes 


„I ſhou'd have wiſh'd for her coming. 
25 5. O Dear, what ſhall * 8 me, Mr. of 


Fa- 
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Tatt. There's no occaſion for a Lye, I could never 
tell a Lye to no purpoſe But ſince we have done no- 
thing, we mult ſay nothing, I think. I hear her-- -Plt 
leave you together, and come off as you can. 

. Ber i in, and ſhuts the Door. 


CEN. E. III. 
Tattle, Valentine, Scandal, Angelica. 
Aug. _—_— can't accuſe me of Inconſtancy ; I never 
told you that I lov'd you. | | 

Val. But I can accuſe you of Uncertainty, for not tell. - 
ing me whether you did or not. 

Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty 3 I ne- 
ver had Concern enough to ask my ſelf the Queſtion. 

Scan. Nor Good-nature enough to anſwer him that 
did ask you: Þ'll ſay that for you, Madam. 

Ang. What, are you ſetting up for Good - nature ?7 

Scan. Only for. the Aon of it, as the Women 
do for IIl- nature. 

Ang. Perſuade. your Friend, PIR is all Affectation. 

Scan. I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion : For - 
I know no effectual Difference * continued Aﬀec- 
tation and Reality; 

Tatt. [coming up.] . Scandah are you in private Dif- 
courſe, any thing of Secrecy ? [ {fide to Scandal. 

. Scan, Yes, but I dare truſt you ; we were talking of 
Angelica s' Love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tatt. No, no, not a Syllable—I know that's' a Secret, 


for it's whiſper'd every where. 
Scan, Ha, ha, ha. 
Ang. What is, Mr. Jaitle? E heard you fay ſomg* 
thing was whiſper'd every where. ? 
Scas, Your Love of Palentine. REES 
K. a - Fig: 
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Ang. How ! 
Tatt. No, Madam, his N ſor your Ladyſhip=Gad 


- take me, I beg your Pardon=for. I never heard a Word 
of your Ladyſhip's Paſſion, till this inſtant. - | 


Ang. My Paſſion! And who told you of my Paſſion, 


| Pray Sir? 


Scan, Why, is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it you 
for a Secret ? 

Tatt. Gadfo 5- but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own Affairs. 

Scan. Is that your Diſcretion 3 ? truſt a Woman with 


| her ſelf? 


Tait. You ſay true, I beg your Pardon; =—T'l1 bring 


; all of —It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, 
that a Perſon of your Ladyſhip's Wit and Gallantry, 


' "Could have fo long receiv'd the paſſionate Addreſſes of the 


Vs. 


U. cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 


accompliſhed Valentine, and yet remain inſenfible ; there- 
fore you will pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his 
Merit, with your Ladyſhip's good Judgment, T * d 
the Balance of a reciprocal Affection. 

Val. O the Devil, what damn'd Coſtive Poet *. given 


| thee this Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? 


Ag. I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his ow 


And Mr. Tarrie only judges of the Succeſs of others, from 


the Effects of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Tatth 

vas never deny'd any thing in his Life. > 6 rag. 
Tatt. O Lord! yes indeed Madam, ſeveral times, 
As. I ſwear 1 don't think tis poſſible. | 5 
Lats. Yes, 1 vow and ſwear J have: Lord, Mika, 

I'm the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, ou ths 


_ 77 


Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. ” 


Tat. No, I hope not-—"tis as much Ingrattude to 


Sn ſome Favours, as to conceal others. 
Val. There, now it's out. 


* . e Ithooght you ha 


never 


1 had 
never 
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never ask'd any thing, but what a _— might NO 
grant, and you confeſs. 

2 So faith, your Buſineſs can here; now yon 

y go brag ſomewhere elſe. 

ne Brag! O Heav'ns! Why, did I name any Body 2 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in yous Power ; but 
you wou'd if you cou d, no doubt ont. 

Tatt. Not in my Power, Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that I have no Woman's n in 
ay Power?! 

Scan. Oons, why you won't own it, will you? [ Afar. 

Tatt. Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more I 
have, as I hop'd to be ſav d; I never had it in my Power 
to ſay any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in my Life 
For as I was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt 
unſucceſsful Creature living, in things of that Nature; 
and never had the good Fortune to be truſted once with 
a Lady's Secret, not once. 

Ang. No | 

Val. Not once, I dare Gi for him, : 
Scan. And T'll anſwer for him; for I'm ſure if he had 
he would have told me; I find, nn you don't know 
Mr. Tattle. | 

Tatt. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me at all,” 
Lind. For ſure my intimate Friends wou'd have know n- 

Ang. er gone. 1 would ave told, if you r . 
been truſted: $a 

Tatt. O Por, nn ue too far put-- | bor 
have told Particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have 
talk d as of a third Perſon----or have introduced an Amour. 


of my own, in Converſation, by way og Novel! But ne- 


ver have explain'd Particulars. 
Aug. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr nat. x: 
see Ihen never truſted ? | 
Sen. Why thence itariſes---The thing is puren 
3 'd y him As if we aud 


we” = 

= , : 

as“ 
f — . IT * q 
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*. obligd to you. For you found her Virtue upon the 


0 : Favours are numberleſs, fa. che Frrfane are 1. 


mon the Maids at the Chocolate-Houſes, all the Porters at 
. | -* Blay-Houſe, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the Rum- 
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ay in general Terms, he only is ſecret who never was 
- truſted, a Satirical Proverb upon our Sex————There's 
another upon your As ſhe is chaſte, wi was never 
ask'd the Queſtion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs, 3 Tis 
hard to tell whether the Lady or Mr. Tarri- be the more 


Backwardneſs of the Men; and his Secrecy upon the Miſ- 
truſt of the Women. | 
Tatt. Gad, it's very true, Madam, . 
oblig d to acquit our ſelves And for my Pata 
But your Ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt——— | 
A. Am I? Well, 1 freely confeſs I have reliſted a 
great deal of Temptation 
\ + Fatt. AndI Gad, I hve given ſome Tempaton that 
hes ace hem Wed. 
Val. Good. 
Ang. 1 cite Palentine here, to declare to 3 
how fruitleſs he has found his Endeavours, and to confeſs 
all his Sollicitations and my Denials. 
_  ,'Fal. I am ready to plead, Not guilty or you; and 
Guilt, for my ſelf. a 
Scan. 80, why this is fair, here's Demonltraion with 
a Witneſs, — 
Fatih. Well, my Witneſſes —_—__ 
* rufe had Favours from Perſons . But ** 


Sean. Pooh, this proves nothing. 
- Tatt. No? ir Pitures, and 
| Rings 3 and if there be Occaſion for Witneſles, I can ſuin- 


mer, Spring-Garden;-my own Landlady and Valet de Cham- 
Trees all who ſhall make Oath; that] receive more Letters 


_ 
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Miaskcs to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee the Her- 
maphrodite, or the naked Prince. And it is notorious, 


that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry being made, 


who I was, it was anſwer'd, I was the famous Tartie, 
who had ruin'd ſo many Women. 


Val. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you gt Name /7 
<A, 


of the Great Turi. 


Tart. True; Iwas eall d Turk-Tattleall over the Parith. 
he next Semday all the old Women kept their 


Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not half his Con- 


gregation. He wonld have brought me into the Spiritual 
Court, but I was reveng'd upon him, for he had a hand- 
. edd-Bedwee, But 
I repented it afterwards, for it was talk u of in Ton 
And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſo, in a 

Fit of Jeafouſy, carae down in her Coach and Sia Horſes, 
and expos'd her ſelf upon my Account; Gad I was ſorry 


- for it with my Heare—You tore when. Laanonarys -- 


You know where we raffied. mm 2 
Scan. Mum, Tattle. rere 
Val. Sdeath, are not you aſham'd ? * * | 

Hg. 9 


of Vanity Fy, Mr. Tattle ——= I'll fear I could 


not have belier'd it—-——=ls this your Secrgey'? * 
Tatr. Gad ſo, . — 
my Diſcretion ; as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion humy” 
her beyond her Reputation But I hope you don't know ZN 
Sr 3 
fed Pox ont, now could I bite off my Tengne. 2 
Scam. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more 


Come, Tu reccuamend a Song to you upon TY | 
| my two Proverbs, and I ſee ons in the next Room ung | 


vill fing k. De i . 
Tutte. Tor Heard fakes, if you de nothing 4 + 


_ SED eG , . 


2 


Bern "for Ivo vi. 


BED s oN G. 
Set by Mr. 2 Ficks. 
ak- FE > 


erb a * a Seine to Apol lo once ct pray'd, | | 

The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph * _—_ 4: 
Weir Intent was to try if his Oracle knew . 
oy (OOH ay fon erg aba. chaſte, or a en. that Was truee 


pe Ap | 
Apollo awas mute, and had like t have been pos d, 
But fagely at length he this Secret diſelus d. ENS 
He alone won't betray in whom none will Confide 3 * 
** the Goa . be ou that has never been 9. 


FT Ix 1 ON Sir Sang Me. Frail, Mi Pra, ag 
gd old eee 1t oct. 


Bir Sainp. 15 Ben — Ode. my Sen Ben ade? 
Odd, Pm glad on't, where is he? I long 
fc him. Now, Mrs. Frail, youſhallkesmy Son Ben 
Body o'me, he's the Hopes of my Family han't ſeen 
Him theſe three Years I warrant he's grown 
Calt him in, bid him make haſte--P m ready to cryfor Joys 
5 Mrs. Trail. Now Miſs yon-ſhall fee your wy meer rd "NM 
. he ſhall be none of my Fluſpand. 
BEI0 EE CASH CL 1097 u nne 2 Agde 7. ſony 
* Mrs, Frail Huſh: Well he ſhan't, lea re thut to me-2 | 
eee, n ee ee | 
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Lo vx for Love. 63 

Aug. Won't you ſtay and fee your Brother? 

Val. We are the Twin-Stars, and cannot ſhine in one. 
Sphere; when he riſes I muſt ſet=———Befides, if I 
ſhou'd ſtay, I don't know but my Father in good Nature 
may preſs me to the immediate ſigning the Deed of Con- 
veyance of my Eſtate ; and I'll defer it as _ as I can 
Well, you'll come to a Reſolution, 

Ang. 1 can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or TI ſhall 
never have one. 

. Scan. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I've ſome- - 
thing in my Head to communicate to you. | 


s EN 1 US 
Angelica dir sampſon, Tartle; Mrs; Frail, Mi Prue: | 


Sir Se W HAT is my Son Valentine gone? What, is 

he ſneak d off, and would not ſee his Bro- 
ther: There's an unnatural Whelpl there's an ill-· natur d Dog - 
What, were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him! 
Cou'd neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection oblige 


him. Odſbud, Madam,have no more to ſay to him; he is net 


worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has not a Drachm 
of generous Love about hn: All Intereſt, all Intereſt z 
he's an undone Scoundrel, and courts your Eſtate: Body | 
o'me,' he does not care à Doit for your Perſon. 

Ang. Tm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon ; ber i 
ever I cou d Have lik d any thing in him, it ſhould have 
been his Eſtate too: — that's gone, the Bait's off, 
and the naked Hook appears. 

Sir Samp. Odſbud, well qoken; 4 and. yo are a wiſer 2» 
Woman than I chaught you were: For moſt young Wo: 
men -x: are to be tempted with à naked Hooks 


f 4 
W 
oy — F 2 9 


Love for Love: 


Lt "tag. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good Eſtate 
_ with any Man, and for any Man with a good Eftate : 
= Therefore, if I were oblig'd to make a Choice, I declare 
þ 'T'd rather have you than your Son. 
| I . Sir Samp. Faith and Troch you're a wile Wothan, ant” 
Li I'm glad to hear you fay fo ; I was afraid you were in 
| Love with the Reprobate; Odd, I was ſorry for you 
with all my Heart: Hang him, Mungrel ; caſt him off; 
i - you ſhall ſee the Rogue ſhew himſelf, and make Love to 
in ſome deſponding Cadua of ſourſcore for Suſtenance. Odd, 
| " 7M love to ſee a young Spendthrift forc'd to cling toan old 
Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak : Faith 
J do; r eee e like 
Down arosa Tan. : | 


a 1 * 
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E Le them] Ben, Legend, and Servant... 
3 HERE% Father? 
Serv. There, Sis, ks Buck's wand you; 
| ' Sir Samy, My Son Ben! n 
n thou art heartily welcome; 
. © Ben, Thank you, Father, and I'm glad to ſee yen. 
Sir Samp. Odlbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee, kiſs me, 
Kiſs me again and again, dear Ben.  . [Kiſſes bim. 


* 
E 


* ” 
Sa pt as re ado © + 


| ex. So, ſo, enough Father * Pd ra-- 
ther kiſs theſe Gentlewomen. 
7 my Son Ber. 
Baer. Forſooth if you 8 » [Salutes w 


F 4 Mons. Dr T's pn rhe jo about 
ith es ay, you too. . 
W S | La e 
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| fee, his Feet in the Bilboes, — 
em out again when he wow d. 


EOVI for Love 55 

nt. Sir, you're. welcome a-ſhore. os 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, Friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou hat been many a weary League Benz 
fince I ſaw thee. : 

Ben. Ey, ey, been ben fn mon, an that be 
all Well Father, and how do all do at home? 
How does Brother Dick, and Brother Val? | 

Sir Samp. Dick; Body o'me, Dick has been dead theſs. 
two Years; Iwrit you Word when you were at Leghorne, 
Ben. Meſs, that's true: Marry I had forgot. DicÞs. 
dead as you ſay Well, and how ? I have 
ny Queſtions to aſk you; _ you ben't marry'd again, 
Father, be you? | 
+ Sir Samp. No, I hn you ſhall mary, Ber; E 
ould not marry for thy ſake, | 
Ben. Nay, what does that ſignify : an you 
marry again Why then, I'll go to Sea again, 
ſo there's one for other, an that be all Pray dont 
let me be your Hindrance ; den marry a God's Name 
an the Wind fit 'tHiat way. — ay 
I-h#ve ho mind to marry. 

Mrs. Frail Tiatwou'd te pip, ack handowe young: 


Ben, Handſom ! he, he, be, dy Porhalt ab; you 
be for joking, III joke with you; For Llovs my Je. 
arbor bs, Bron as we ſayn at Sea. But PF 

ou why I don't much ſtand towards Matrimony. * 
ee e d pee Peg and from Land to 
Land: I could never abide to be Port bound, as we alt: 
it: Now a Man that is marry'd, has, as it were, —ç 


Sir Samp. Bri's a Wag. — le Gu | 


Ben. Aa rt th A 
P > va 
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66 Lovz for Ee Xt 
free Sailors, he is chain'd to-an Oar all his Life ; and 
may-hap forc'd to tug a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain, 
„Sir Samp.” A very Wag, Ben's à very Wag; . 
little rough, he wants a little poliſſing. a 
MIS. Frail. Not at all; I like his Humour mightily, 
; its plain and honeſt, Tad like * a 
Huſband extremely. - Fog ; 
Ben. Say\n. you fo Forſooth ? Ide ak I mond like 
ſuch a handſom Gentlewoman fora Bedfellow hugely; how. 
fay.you,' Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to Sea ? Meſs, 
you're tight Veſſel, and, wel rigg'd,. and you were but | 
as: well mann'd. - 
Mrs. Frail. 1 ſhou d not e doubt that, if you were 
Maſter of me. | 
= Ben. But III tell you one de thing, an you come to Fea: 
138 | ina high Wind, or that Lady——You mayn't carry ſo 
wuch Sail 6 your nnn W: 
| the Meſa- des fig 4 iN a 
- Mes. Frail, Nimrod; Dt l 33 Ser $5) 
Ben. Why an you do, you may ae nid to be o· 
verſet, and then * ol carry Your Keel above Water,” , 
SE tek: 
We -- Ang. 1 ſwear, Mr. Borjamin is the veriet Way | in, 
3 Nature ; an abſolute Sea - Witt. 
Sir Samp... Nay, Ben. has Parti, bat as I 1 
buſore, they want a liele Poliſhing : You muſt not tale 
"= 5 apy ching ill, Madam. t $8095 1 
FT en, No, I hope e is not angry! Ir 
; mean all in good part: For if I give a, Jeſt; I'll take a 
Jeb: And {o Forſooth you may be as free with me. 
xg. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended ;—But- 
- Hethinks Sir Sampſon, you ſhou'd leave him alone with 
his Miſtreſs. Mr. Tatele we muſt not. hinder Lovers, 
Lau. Well Nie, I have your Promiſe. [Afidate Nit. 
- Sir Samp.. Body o me, Madam, you ſay true: Look yo. 
Ben this is your Miſtreſs, . 
© Thamekac „ we'll leave you together. . * 


* 
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ver grapple together, 


Lovz for Loy. 6 


Miß. I can't abide to be leſt alone, mayn't my Couſin 
ſtay with me ? 

Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben, Look you, Father, may-hap. the young Woman 
may'nt take a liki gto me. 

Sir Samp. I t. thee, * come, come, we'll 
a Pl venture that. 


SCENE vn. or 
Ben, and Mf Proc. 1 


Den. (Cot Miſtreſs, vill you pleaſe to ft downt$ 
for an you ſtand a ſtern a that n, we ſhall ne- 


———Come, I'll aaf a Chair: 
there, an you pleaſe to ft, Tl fit by bt 
Miſs. Vou need not ſit fo near one, if you have ay 
thing to fay, I can hear you farther off, T-an't deaf. 
Ben Why that's true, as you ſay, nor T an'tdumb, I 
can be heard as far as another, —— I'll heave off to please 
you. [Sits farthor of.] An we were a League afunder, 
I'd undertake to hold Diſcourfe with you, an *twere not 
a main high Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. Lock 
you, Forſooth, I am as it were, bound for the Land of 
Matrimony ; tis a Voyage d'ye ſee, that was none of my _ 
ſeeking, I wits commanded by Father, and if you like: ,_ 


of it, may-hap -I may ſteer into your Harbour: Ho- 2 


ay you, Miſtreſs? The ſhort of thethivg js, "that if you 
like me, and I like v. n 


Hammock t "76 ds in 
Mi. I don't know what to fa to deere 
Ip rn with you at * 


= Love for Lern 

Ben. No, Pin fory for niet pray why ave 
you ſo ſcornful ? 

Miß. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, one 
had better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't tell 
a Lye for the Matter; 

Bin. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a Folly to lye: 
For to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
Way, is as it were, to look one way, and to row ano- 
cher. Now, for my part d'ye ſee, I'm for carry ing things 
e Bcard, I'm not far keeping any thing under Hatch - 
o that if you ben't as willing as I, tay fo 2 
God's Name, there's no harm done; may-hap you may 
be ſhame-fac'd, fome Maidens thef they love a Man. 
well enough, yet they don't care to tell'n ſo to's Face: 
If that's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent- 

Miß. But I'm ſure it is not ſo, for I'll ſpeak ſooner 
Shan you ſhould believe that; and II ſpeak Truth, tho 
one ſhould always tell a Lye to a Man; and I don't care, 
my Father do what he will; Tm too big to be whipt, 
T1 tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more: So, there's your Anſwer. 
Fr vou; and don't trouble me no more,  you-ugly thing; 

Den. Leok you, young Woman, you may learn to give 
pod Words however, I ſpoke- you fair, dye ſee, and 
civil. As for your Love or your Liking, I don't va- 
Ine it. of à Rope's End ;— And may-hap I'like you as 
little as you do me: What I ſaid was in Obedience 
o Father; Gad I fear a Whipping no more than you do. 
But I tell you one thing, if you ſlion'd give ſuch Lan- 


_  - guage at Sea, you'd have a Cat o Nine Tails laid croſs 


Shonldets.. - Fleſh! who are you? You heard t'other 
young Woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own 
(Accords Whatever you think of your ſelf; Cad I don't 
think you are any more to compare nee 
W e | 
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1 M. Well, and there's a handſom Gentleman, and 
a fine Gentleman, and a ſweet Gentleman, that was 


© here that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you 
1 ſpeak to me any more, he'll thraſh. your Jacket for you, 
the will, you great Sea-Calf. | 

B. What do you mean that fair-Weather Spark that 
7 was here juſt now ? Will he thraſh my Jacket i—Let'n— 

1 Jet'n, But an he comes near me, may-hap I may 
23. have giv'n a ſalt Eel for's Supper, for all that. What 
b. J does Father mean to leave me alone as 1 come 

86 with ſuch a dirty Dody Sea - Calf! I an't Calf 
enough to lick your chalk'd Face, you Cheeſe. Curd you, 


— marry thee? Oons PIl marry a Lapland Witch 22 
ſoon, and live upon ſelling contrary Winds, and wreck'd 
Veſſels. 

- Miſ. I won't be call'd Names, nor I won't be abus'd 
ths, fo I won't. If I were a Man Cry] 
r 


SCENE vm. 
Is them) Mre. Forelight and Mrs. Erail. > |... 
May TL have quan jk as ws cud 


Ben. Tar-Barrel ? Bet your Sweet-Heart there call me 
fo, if he'll take your Part, your Tom Eſſence, and Tl ſay 
to him; Gad I'll lace his Muſk-Doublet for 


Weaſel than a Civet-Cat, afore I ha' done with en. 

Mrs. Fore. Bleſs me, what's the Matter, Miſs ? | 
te the xy ttm. Beyjami, what bars you 
NN AT 
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kim, TI make him flink f he hall finell moe like & © 


70 Lov for Love. 

Ben. Let her cry: The more ſhe cries, the lefs ſhe'l 
'——— ſhe has been gathering foul Weather in her Mouth, 
and now rains out at her Eyes. 

: Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and 
tell me, poor Child. | 

Mrs. Frail. Lord, whit ſhall we do, there's my Bro- 

ther Forzfight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you 
take Miſs down into the Parlour, and I'll carry Mr. 
Benjamin into my Chamber, for they muſt not know 
that they are fallen out. Come, Sir, will you venture 
your ſelf with me? [ Looking kindly on him. 

Ben. Venture, Meſs, and that 1 will, tho twere to 
Sen! in a ene 5 

{ 
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8 C E NE IX. 
E 1s 5 | Sir Sampſon and Forefight. 


i 9K: 


n 5 A 
* Feng. 1 Lift em together here; what are * 
gone? Ben a briſk Boy; He has got her 

into a Corner, Father's own Son, faith, he'll touzle her, 
and mouzle her: The Rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from 
Sea; if he ſhould not ſtay for ſaving Grace, old Forefight, 
but fall to without the help of a Parſon, ha? Odd if he 
ſhoud, I cou'd not be angry with him; twould be. but 
like me, 4 Chip of the old Block. Ha! thou'rt melan- 
cholick; old Prognoſtication ; as melancholick as if thou 
thadft ſpilt the Salt, or par'd thy Nails on a Sunday ;— 
Come, cheer up, look about ther: Look up old Star- 


Gaer. Now / is he poring upon the Ground ſor a crooked 
Pin, or an old Horſe-Nail, . with ehe Head towards him. 
Pere. e we'll have the Wedding do Morrow 
Moming. . r 
— F 
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Love for Love. or 
Sir Samp. With all my Heart. 1 Ann n 8 
Fre. At ten a Clock, punctually at ten. 
Sir Samp. To a Minute, to à Second; thou da 8. 


thy Watch, and the Bridegroom ſhall obſerve its Motions, 
they ſhall be marry'd to a Minute, go to Bed to à Minute: 


and when the Alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time like 
the Figures of St. Dunſtan's Clock, and er eſt 


ſhall ring all over the Trim 


Ss CEN E X. 

{To them] Scandal, 
Scan, QTR Gamer, fad NE. DEE AY 
Fore. Bleſs us! © e 


Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter ? 
Scan. Can't you gueſs at what onght to afflict you and 


him, and all of us, more than any thing elſe? 


Sir Samp. Body o'me, I don't knowg any Univerſal 
Grievance, but a new Tax, or the Loſs of hd Cty: 
Fleet. Unleſs Popery ſhould be landed in the 1, or 


the French Fleet were at Anchor at B/ackwall. 


Scan. No. Undoubtedly, Mr. Fore ft know al thi, 
and might have prevented it, - N 


Fore. Tis no Earthquake! 
Scan. No, not yet; ner Whirlwind, But we don's 


know what it may come to 


But it has had a Conſequence already that touches us al. 


Sir Samp. Why, body o me, out with't. + | -7 + 
Scan. Something has appear'd to your Son Falentine 


He's gone to Bed upon't, and very il le ſpeaks lit- 
de, yethe ſays be has a World to fax. Rs £ 
* IF | 3 4 | : 
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$0 and the wiſe Rrefght 3 talks of Raymund Lull,. and 
the Ghoſt of Lilly. He has Secrets to impart I ſuppoſe 
+ to you two. I can get nothing out of him but Sighs. 
He defires he may ſee you in the Morning, but would 3 
not be diſturb'd to Night, becauſe be has ſome Buſinek T 
to do in a Dream. | 


Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with "is 5s 
Dreams or his Divination Body o'me, this is a * 


Trick to defer ſigning the Conveyance. I warrant the 
Devil will tell him in a Dream, that he muſt not part 
Del eee eee 
do, P11 bring a Lawyer that ſhall out-lye the Di. 
 AndfoTll try whether wy N Guard or hisſhall get 
1 the beneraf the Day. © rh | 
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SCENE AM. 
Scandal, Foreſight. 
„ . (LAS, Mr. Forefght, m afraid all is net 
'Y 2 | ' right--—You:are a Wiſe Man, and a Con- 
1 e © .Sembet Hos Obſcurity and Fu- 
i ;turity ; and if you commit an Error, it is with a great 
* of Conſideration, and Diſcretion, bd Caution. 
* . Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal. 
3 Scan. Nay, e an ie: 
_ | Yar dang a, very haſty | 'm. afraid he 
_ - is. not: ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Fargfgbr. le hay 
_— Deen wicked, and Heay'n grant he may mean well in 
1 this Affair with you. But my Mind gives me, theſe 
—_ - —-thiigscannct bewholly inſignificant. . You are wiſe, and 
a 


{ * 


= or; 
'Love'for Lovs. 74 
Fore: Alas, Mr. Scandal, Hamanum ft vrrure. 
a. You fay true, Man will err; meer Man will 
Nis, err but you are ſomething more There 
have been wiſe Men; but they were ſuch as y. 

neſs "i Men who. conſulted the Stars, and were-Obſervers'of O- 
mens — Solomon was wiſe, put how — 9 his Judge 


ment in Aſtrology 80 "ſays Pineda in * horas | 
Book and Eighth Chapter | 8 


the Fore. You are learn'd, Mr. 9 

ob Scan. A Trifler but a Lover of An 
lud the Wiſe Men of the Faft ow'd their Inſtruction to a 
9: , which-is rightly ober-. d by Gregory the Great in 


Favour of Aſtrology ! And Abbertus Magnus makes it the 
moſt valuable Science, Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to 
conſider the Cauſation of Cauſes; in the Cauſes of things. 

Fore. T proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal I 
did not think you had been read i in theſe Matters —— 
Few Young Men are inclin'd | 

Scan. 4 thank my Stars that have inclined me 
But I fear” this Marriage and making over this Eſtate, | 2 
this transferring of a webt Inheritance, will bring 5 
Judgments upon us. I propheſy it, and I would not 
have the Fate of Caſſandra, not to be believd. Yalen. 
tine is diſturb'd, and what can be the Cauſe of that? and 
Sir Sampſon is hurry'd on by an unuſual Violence 1 
ſear he does not act wholly m LE ERR 
does not look as he uſed to do. 

_ Fore, He was always of an impetudus Nature ut 
as to this Marriage I have conſulted the Stars 3 and all: 
Appearances are proſperous 

Sean. Come, come, Mr. Rerefight, | let not the Pro. 8 
PP 1 
tisfy'd that you act ly. FT as 891720 hg 
eee, Howl. 225 Fi IH 
2 been 1 — 5 
5 loth 


% 


74 LON for n 


loth to diſcourage you But it is palpable that be au 
you are not ſatisfy'd. hat 
_ Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think I an ater: 
very well fatisfy'd. nou 
la Either you ſuffer your fl to deceive your {elf indi! 
or you do not know yourlelf. 3 ut 1 
Fore. Pray explain your ſelf. e | I 
Scan. Do you ſleep well o'nights ? 
Fore. Very well. 
Scan. Are you certain? You do not look fo. 
Fare. I am in Health, I think. * 
JO en and look jut 


Fore. How! Am I alter d any way ? don't perceive it you 

Sean. That may be, but your Beard is longer than it I m 
_ was two Hours ago. 

Fore. Indeed ! bleſs me. 


thin 
pal 

Cn 

not 

scx * XII. — 

pre 

12 Mrs. Foreſight. 11 

Mrs, Fre. II Uſband, will you go to Bed? It's ten a le 
Clock, Mr. Scandal, your Servant. WW" 


- Sean. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my Deſign— e 
but I muſt work her into the Project. You keep early we 


Hours, Madam. mj 
un, Fore. Mr. Forefght is pundtual, we fit up aſer th 
him. | 
Pore. My Dear, pray lend nie your Ohg, your Little 
.Looking-glaſs. 
| Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam TI tell 
, pou the Reaſon [Shy give bi the Glas: Scandal 


He 
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le that be ue per. My Paſſion for you is — 


hat J am no longer Maſter of my ſel 
terrupted in the Morning, when. you had 2 
nough to give me your Attention, and I had hopes of 
inding an Opportunity of explaining my ſelf to you - 
hut was diſappointed all this Day; and the Uneaſineſs 

it has attended me ever ſince, brings me now hither at 

nis unſeaſonable Hour. | 
Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make 

we to me before my Huſband's Face? I'll ſwear TI 
ell him. ö 

'd ju Scar. Do, I'Il die a Martyr, rather than diſclaim my 
© Walton. But come a little farther this way, and P11 tell 
ive it. Nou what Project I had to get him out of the way ; that 


might have an Opportunity of waiting upon you. 
| [ Whiſper, 


K I an 
r ſelf; 


[Foreſight looking i in the Glaſs. 
Pore. I do not ſee any Revolution here; Me. 


pale, a little pale but the Roſes of theſe Cheeks 
have been gather'd many Years; ha! I do 
not like that ſudden Fluſhing ——— Gone already! 
hem, hem, hem! faintiſh, My Heart is 
pretty good; yet it beats; and my Pulſes, ha! 
] have none Mercy on me hum 
Yes, here they are Gallop, gallop, gallop, - 


— me; No they're gone again And 
arly now I'm faint again; and pale again, and hem! and | 
| my hem !——— breath, hem. — grows 
offer ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 85 — 
| Scan. It takes, purſue it in the Name of Love and 
ittle Pleaſure. 9 

Mrs. Fare. How do you do, Mr. Foreſight ? | 
tell Ri, a fl es I Ge Te Lend 
and me your Hand. 5 Y 


gallop, gallop, gallop, hey! Whither will they hurry 
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Scan. Look you there now — Your Lady ſays, 
your Sleep has been unquiet of late. 
Nie. Very likely. 
Mrs. Fore. O mighty reffleſs, but I was afraid to tel 
him ſo. lle has been ſubject to Talking and Starting, 
Scan. And did not uſe to be fo. | 
Mrs. Fore. Never, never; "till within theſe three 
Nights; I cannot ſay, that he has once broken my 
Reſt fince we have been marry d. 
Fore. I will go to Bed. 
Scan. Do ſo, Mr. Forefight, and ſay your Pray* 1— 
HFle looks better than he did. 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe ! ow 
Fere. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal? | 
Scan. Ves, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morning, 
taking it in time —a 
 - Fore. I hope io. | 


SCENE XII. 


[To them] Nurſe. of 


| Mrs, Fore. URSE; your Maſter is not well; pat to 
him to Bed. 

Scan, T hope you will be able to ſee Valentine in the il of 
you had beſt take a little Diacodion 
and Cowlip-Water, and lie upon your. Back, may be h. 
you may dream. 

Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, I 3 a 
kame have a Wach. Light, nem, 
fort by me 


0 


wi . Narſe, Yes, Sir. 8 FE 15 * A te 
1 ben «No ec Fre NN? 


ſays 


to tell 
rting. 


ng, 


pat 
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Fore. Do I? and d'ye hear. bring me, let me 
ſee within a Quarter of Twelve — hem 
e, hem !. juſt upon the turning of 
the Tide, bring me the Urinal ; And Fhopes 
neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor the Moon will 
be combuſt; and then I may do well. | 
Scan. I hope {o Leave that to me; I will 
erect a Scheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Sol and Ye. 
us in the fixth Houſe. 
Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that would 
be a great Comfort to me. Hem, hem! good Night. 


DO, 


LSE HS AAS 


9 


— 
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SCENE XIV. 


Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight. 


66 Night, good Mr. — — 
and I hope Mars and Venus will be in Con- 
junction; while your Wife and I are together. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this Project? You don't think that you are ever like 
to ſucceed in your Deſign upon me? 

Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I have «beter Opinion beh. | 
of you and my ſelf, than to deſpair. | 
Mrs. Fore. Did you- ever hear ſuch a Tone has 
hark'ye Devils do you think any Woman honeſt > - 
Scan, Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt ;—oothey'l cheat 

a little at Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 
Mrs. Fore: Pſhaw ; but virtuous I mean. a] N 
Scan. Ves, Faith, believe ſee Wümme hon bite 

too; but tis as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, thro' 

Fear. — For why ſhould a Man court Danger, or 

a Woman ſhun Pleaſure ? 

1 


Mrs. Fore... 
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Mrs. Fore. O monſtrous! What are Conſcience 0 Scar 
Honour? Mr: 
Scam. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and Con think 


ſcience a Domeſlick Thief, and he that wou'd ſecure hi Sca 
Pleaſure, muſt pay a Tribute to one, and go halves witifſ ſo. A 
Cother. As for Honour, that you have ſecur'd, for youll Mr 


. have purchas'd a perpetual Opportunity tor Pleaſure. 
Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure ! 
Scan. Ay, your Huſband, a Huſband is an Opporty 

nity for Pleaſure, ſo you have taken care of Honour 

and *tis the leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we 2 one ano 

ther? 

Scar. Yes Faith, I think fo; I love to wat m 
Mind. 
Mlrs. Fore. Why then I'll ſpeak my Mind. Now ast 

this Aﬀair between you and me. Here you muſt make 
love to me; why, I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me 

Your Perſon is well enough, and your Underſtanding i 


not amils. ber 
"Scan. I have no great Opinion of my ſelf ; but I think iv 
Im neither deform'd nor a Fool. ; * 
Mrs. Fore. But you have a villainous Character; you cret, 
are a Libertine in Speech, as well as Practice. witl 
Scan. Come, I know what you would ſay, S 
you think it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſatio Woi 
with me, than to allow ſome other Men the laſt Favour. _ N 
you miſtake, the Liberty I take in talking, is purchſi Kno 
 -nffefted, for the Service of your Sex. Le that firſt cri 7 


out ſtop Thief, is often he that has ſtol'n the Treaſi 

:T am a Jugler, that act by Confederacy; and if y Y® 

pleaſe, we'll put a Trick upon the World. 0 

Mrxs. Fore. Ay; ä — Jagls 

ae e e derate 
- Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. a 

'- Mrs. Fore, O, fy— Il ſwear pour opulent 


Sea 


— 
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Scan. I'll ſwear you're handſome. 
Mrs. Fore. Piſh, you'd tell me fo, tho you did not 
think ſo. 
Scan. And you'd think fo, tho' I ſhould not tell you 
r 
ä Mrs. Fore. O Lord who's here. 


, - - \ , 2 2 1 | 27 2 3 *, > ay 2 a — ; 
- * — 5 — * I (- . 4 a Ay 7 , 7 * 8 50 
neee 


{To them] Mrs. Frail and Ben. 


„ 8 
Nay, I can't ſay that neither; he has ſomething to do 
with me. But what does that ſignify ? If fo be, that I 
ben't minded to be ſteer'd by him; 'tis as tho'f he ſhould 


rive againſt Wind and Tide. 


Mrs, Frail. Ay but, my Dear, we -muſt keep it ſe. 
cret, *till the Eſtate be ſettled ; for you know 'marrying 
without an Eſtate, is like ſailing in a Ship without Ballaſt. 
Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; jult fo for all the 
World it is indeed, as like as two Cable Ropes. 

Mrs. Frail. And tho' IL have a good Portion, you 


| know one wou d not venture all in one Bottom. 


Ben. Why that's true again; for may-hap one Bot- 
tom may ſpring a Leak. You have hit it indeed, MeÞs | 
you've nick d the Channel. 
Mrs. Frail. Well, but F : 

all; you'd break my Heart. 2 
Ben. Break your Heart; Pa rather the Mary-col# 
ſhould break her Calle in a Storm, as well as I love her, 
_ you don't think I'm : 
D'4 
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Man. A Sailor will be honeſt, tho'f may-hap he has 
never a Penny of Mony in his Pocket: May-hap 
I may not have fo fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Cour- 
tier; but for all that, I've as good . in inn 
and a Heart as found as a Biſket. ' 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love me re? | 

Ben. Nay, an J love once, I'II ſtick like Pitch; I'll 
tell you that. Come, I'll fing you a Song of a Sailor. 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my . TI call ber w 
bear it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; I won't go 0 Bed wine Sethe 
to Night; becauſe I Il retire to my own Chamber, and 
think of what you have ſaid. 

Scan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you 
to your Chamber-Door ; and leave you my laſt Inſtruc- 
tions A 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my Siſter coming towards us. 

Mrs. Frail. If it won't interrupt you, Tl entertain you 
with a Song. 

Ben. The Song was made upon one of our Ship's 5 Crew 
Wife; our Boatſwain made the Song, may-hap you ma 8 
know her, Sir. Before ſhe was mary d, ſhe was call'd 
Buxom Joan of Deprford. 

Scan. ö 46, [hen. ſings 


B A LL A D. 
Set by Mr. Jobs Eccles.) 


I. 
A and a d, 

4 Tinker, and a Tailor, 

Had once a doubiful Strife, Sir, 


s i load es 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, eb oa . 


I boſe Nam « WAS Buxom * 
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For now the Time was ended, | 
en ſbe no more intended, 
r. J /ich her Lips at Men, Sir, 


„ Aud gnanv the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
as he o Nights * 
II.. 
The Soldier fore like Thunder, 
He lov'd her more than Plunder; 
And ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 
That he had brought from far, Sir, 
With figbting for her Sake. 
The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
With off ring her his Meaſure.. 
u . Tinker too abith Mettle, 
* s be could mend her Kettle, J 
And flop up e' ry Leak. 
iS III. 
But while thefe three were prating. 
„ De Sailer flily waiting, 
Nought if it came about, Sir, 
q That they ſhould all fall out, Sir 
He then might play his Part. 
Aud juft c en as he meant, Sir, 
To Loggerheads they went, Sir, 


And then he let fly at her, x 
A Shot *twixt Wind and Water, Ad 
That wor this fair Maid's Heart. + "I. | 


Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee-me, are ©. 
"ot gone; you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance ſome- 


mes, as well as other F . [Whjftles.) nn. 
brings m, an they be within bearing. 


Enter Samen. 
Þ hers they be 
| he my Lade, let's have a Round, and Ell make one.” 
E- $o [Dance 
1 Ds 9 


Ad Fiddle along with emß 
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Ben. We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much 
to care for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Biſket, and drink 
Flip; put on a clean Shirt once a Quarter Come 
home, and lie with our Landladies once a Year, get rid 
of a little Mony ; and then put off with the next fair 
Wind. How d'ye like us? 

Mrs. Frail. O'you are the happieſt, and merrieſt Men 

alive. 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 

Entertainment. I believe it's late. | 


Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think fo, you had beſt 
po to Bed, For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and re- 
member my Sweet-Heart, a-fore I turn in; may-hap 

may dream of her. 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and 

Scan. Why Faith, I have a good lively. Imagination; 
and can dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if I 
Jet about it : But dreaming is the poor Retreat of a lazy, 
hopeleſs, and imperfe& Lover; tis the laſt Glimpſe of 

| Love to worn-out Sinners, and the faint dawning of a 
 / Bliſs to wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys. 


There's nought but evilag, avaking Love, that can 
Make Bleft the Ripen'd Maid and finifs'd Man. 


The End of the Third A CT. 


ACT IV. 80 ENE I 
| Valentine's Lodging. 
Scandal and Jeremy. 


SCANDAL. 


?ELL, is your Maſter ready; does he 
look madly, and talk madly ? 

Fere. Yes Sir; you need make no great 
doubt of that; he that was ſo near turn- 
ing Poet. yeſterday Morning, can't be 
Much to feel in playing the Madman to day. * 
Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 


Reaſon of his Deſign? 


Fere. No, Sir, not yet; He has a Mind to 
0 whether his playing the Madman, won't make her 
play the Fool, and fall in Love with him; or at leaſt 
own that" mie has lod him all this while, and con- 
a Xe, 

Scan. I faw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; 


and think I heard her bid the Coachman drive hither 


Fere. Like enough, Sir, for I told her Maid this 
Morning, my Maſter was run ftark mad only for Love 


ol her Miſtreſs ;. I hear a Coach ſtop; if it ſhould be 


the, Sir, I believe he wou ou'd not ſee her, W 
the takes it. 4g 
| Scan, Well, "MEL d Ka 125 22 


* Ds ͤ 4 
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SCENE I. 
[To them]. Angelica ith Jenny. 


Arg. R. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a 
Novelty, to ſee a Woman viſit a Man at his 
own Lodgings in a Morning ? 
Scan. Not upon a kind Occaſion, Madam. But when 
a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd Lover, and Ang. 
make manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty; the | 
Barbarity of it ſomething ſurprizes me. 
Ang. I don't like Raillery from a ſerious Face pray 


tell me what is the Matter? 
Jere. No ſtrange Matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, 


that's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has y ought ** ſo 
a great while. 6 
Ang. How d'ye mean, madꝰ + 
Fere. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his 
Wits, Juſt as he was poor ſor want of Money; ; his Head 
is Cen as light as his Packets 3 and any Body tha#has 


a mind to a bad B , can't do better 
7 K. Ra. ee bay tim 


A. If you ſpeak Truth, your anke at wit 
d very unſeaſonable— TE 
Seen. Shes contend, and loves hm. .- 
© Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 
bay 3 A to be concern d for a Man 1 
own my to. pray tell me 
as. Faith, . — onal 
| ———_ But $0.9 20.077 ER of au 


„ * — * 
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Ang. ¶Aſide.] I know not what to think Yet I 

ſhould be vext to have a Trick put _ me . — May 

I not ſee him: | 
Scan. I'm afraid the Phyſi cian is not willing y you ſhou'd 

ſee him yet —— Feremy, go in and enquire. 


— — 
yy 


D >_> - 
* 1 7 8 — — A — — CY 
FAY BY | — g ” D; _ — P 


Scandal, Angelica, Jenny. 

An. H* A! I faw him wink and ſmile II fancy 
tis a Trick P11 try I would 
diſguiſe to all the World a Failing, which I muſt own to- 
Jou=—— fear my Happineſs depends upon the Re- 
covery of Valentino. Therefore I conjure you, as yow 
are his Friend, and as you have Compaſſion upon one 
fearful of Affliction, to tell me what I am to hope for 
I cannot ſpeak—— But you may tell me, tell 

me, for you know what I would aſk ? 
Scan. So, this is pretty plain Be not too much 
| concern'd, Madam; I hope his Condition is not deſperate; 
An Acknowledgment of Love from you, perhaps, may 


work, a Cure ; as the Fear of your Averſion “ | 
his 


_ — — ,? 


Diftemper. 

An. L pee ny a Haden = 
114 EI dent play Trick for Trick, may I never taſte 
the Pleaſure of Revenge Acknowledgment of Love ! 

I find you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, and think me 
guilty of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger to. But I hav 
much Sincerity to deteive you, and tap much Charity 
fuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good-nature 
and Humanity oblig d- me to becher d for hm: but 
5 en e ee nar Iaclinagion's or 
; | 


„ a 80. 2 AMC MCI ADM 
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if he can't be cur'd without I ſack the Poiſon from his 
Wounds, I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſes till 
I loſe mine. | 
Scan. Hey, brave Woman, I faith Won't you ſee 
him then, if he defire it? 
— og. What ſignify a Madman's Deſires ? Beſides, 
ewou'd make me uneaſ If I don't fee him, per- 


| — my Concern for him may leſſen. If I forget 


him, tis no more than he has done by himſelf; and 


now the Surprize is over, methinks I am not balf ſo 


ſorry as I was 
Scan. So, faith Good · nature works apace; you were 


confeſling juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 

Ang. But I have conſider d that Paſſions are unreaſon- 
able and involuntary ; if he loves, he can't help it, 
and if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he 
can help his being a Man, or I my being a Woman ; 
or no more than I can help my want of Inclination to 
we 18 here Come, 12 | 


bar Hake on e. 


Faith, this ſame Womankind. l I 
Fer. What, is N. e 
Scan. Gone; why ſhe was neyef here, 3 

elſe; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither, 
"Fere. Good lack! What's the matter now? Are any 

more of us to be mad? Why, Sir, my. Maſter Jongs to 
ſee ber; and is almoſt. mad- in good. carneſt, with the 


| To News, of her being here. 


Can. We we all undera Miake=dak no derbe 


b 


Love for Lov x. 87 
for I can't refalve you; but I'll inform your Maſter. In 
the mean time, if our Project ſucceed no better with his 
Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deſcend 
from his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of common 
Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with other 

| reaſonable People. I hear Sir Samp/or. You know your 
Cue; I'll to your Maſter. 


6. 2 5 e 7 . o p n | 
: 6 - FA Na WE * er 


i | 'Y CE NE v. 
x Jeremy, Sir Sampſon, Legend, with a Lawyer. 
Sie Lang. 22 ſee, Mr. Buckram, nnr. 
gn'd with his own Hand. 
Burk. Good, Sir. And the Conveyance 1s ready 8 
in this Box, if he be ready to figh and ſeal. 35 
Sir Samp. Ready, Body o'me, he muſt be ready: His 
' Sham-Sickneſs ſhan't excuſe him O, here's his Scoun- 
drel. Sirrah, where's your Maſter ? 
Fere. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 22 775 
Sir Sanp. Gone What, he is not dead ? 255 
Fere. No, Sir, not dead. 5 
Sir Samp. What, is he gone out of Town, run any, - 
ha! has he trick'd me? ſpeak, Varlet. 3 
© Fere. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he \ were ** 
but as ſound, poor Gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, 
and not here, Sir. | | 
Sir Samp. Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me? Sir- 
4 rah, d' ye banter me Speak, Sirrah, where is he, 
7 for I will find him. 
10 Frere. Wou'd you cou d, Sir; for he has loſt kimielf. 
he Indeed, Sir, I have almoſt broke my Heart about him—" 
T Feat refrain Tears when 1 think of him, Sir; Tm 
7 as melancholy for kim as a Fafing Ben, or; or x Horſe 
or | ina Pound, Sir Sap.” - 
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Sir Samp. A Pox confound your Similitudes, Sir — 
| Speak ts be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what 


the Matter is with him, or I'll crack your Fool's Scull. 


Fere. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter with 
him, Sir; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentleman ; he's 
ſtark Mad, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Mad ! 

Buck. What, is he Non Compos ? + 

Fere. Quite Non Compes, Sir. 

- Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he 
be Non Compos mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no- 
Effect, it is not good in Law. - 

Sir Samp, Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, 
8 NIad, PII make him find his Senſes. 

Jere. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; I'll knock at 
the Por. [Goes to the Scene, which opens, 


SCENE vi. 


S. 8 Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy, and Lawyer. 
(Valentine ahn a Conch difor derifttreſs'd.) 


: * wo OW now, what's here to do? 


Val. Ha! Who's that? [Starting. 

San. For Heav'ns ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently ; don't 

roke him: . | 

Fal. Anſwer me 3 Who is that? and that? 

Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know me? Is he 
| miſchievous? III ſpeak | gently=———al, Val, doſt 
thou not know me, Boy? Not know thy own Father, 
Va I am thy own Father, and this is MY 
Buckram the Lawyer. 
dhe World r are People that we — 


3 


Se . 
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Sun ſhines upon all alike. There are Fathers that 
have many Children ; and there are Children that have 
many Fathers tis ſtrange ! But I am Trath, and 
come to give the World a Lye. 

Sir Samp. Body o- me, I know not wo fay to =" 
Val. Why does that Lawyer wear black ?————Joes 
he carry his Conſcience withoutſide n, 
what art thou? Doſt thou know me? 

Buck. O Lord, what muſt T fay ?——— Yes, Sir. 

Val. Thou lyeſt, for T am Truth. Tis hard cannot 
get a Livelihood amongſt you. I have been ſworn out 
of We/tminfter-Hall the fifſt Day of every Term. Let 
me ſee.. No matter how long But PII tell 
you one thing ; it's a Queſtion that would puzzle an A- 
rithmetician, if you ſhould ask him, whether the Bible- 
ſaves more Souls in Veftminſter-Abby, or damns more 
in Weftminfter-Hall: For my part, I am Truth, and 

can't tell, I have very few Acquaintance. 

Sir Samp. Body o me, he talks ſenſibly in his Madnet 
Flas he no Intervals? 

Fere. Very ſhort, Sir. 

Buck.-Sir, I can do ee in hls 
Condition: Here'sggour Paper, Sir.———He may do 
me a Miſchief if I ftay—— The Conveyance is 3 
Sir. If he recover his Senſes. 


Act VL 

$ir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 

bir Camp.) OLD, hold, don't you go yet. 

| H Scan. You'd better him) , Sir z 


and ſend for him if there be Occafion ; ere is 
ecke kim more. 


Pal. 
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Val. Is the Lawyer gone? "Tis well, then we may 
drink about without going together by the Ears 
. heigh ho! What a Clock is? My Father here ! Your 
Bleſſing, Sir? | 

Sir Samp. He recovers — bleſs thee, Val. Ho- 


' - dof thou do, Boy ? 


Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well I have been 
a little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 
Sir Samy. Ay, Boy, n thou ſhalt lit down 
by me. 38, i 
Val. Tis my Duty to 1 
Sir Samp. No, no, come, me, ſit thee down, honeſt 
Val: How doſt thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe Oh, 
pretty well now, Pal : Body o'me, I was ſorry to ſee 


3 But I'm glad thou art better, honeſt. 


1. I thank you, Sir. 

Scan. Miracle! the Monſter grows loving. [Afide. 
„ Sir Samp. Let me feel thy Hand again, Val: It does 
not ſhake - believe thou canſt write, Val: Ha, Boy? 
thou canſt write thy Name, Val. mm 7 cremy, ep and 
overtake Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with 


8 the eee [ In Whiſper to * 


f 9 c K NE vm. 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal. 


Se HAT ever I ſhou'd ſuſpet ſuch a Heathen of 
any. Remorſe! [Afbte. 
Sir Samp. Doſt thou know this Paper, Pal? I know 

 thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. 
| [Shown bin abe Pader, but holds it as” 


Dm par” 
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Fal. Pray let me ſee it, Sir. You hold it ſo far off, 


chat J can't tell whether I know it or no. 


Sir Samp. See it, Boy? Ay, ay, why thou doſt ſee it 
m—"tis thine own Hand, Vally. Why, let me ſee, I can. 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here [Reads.] The 


Condition of this Obligation Look you, as plain as 


can be, ſo it begins And then at the Bottom. Ai wir- 
neſs my Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great Let- 
ters. Why, tis as plain as the Noſe in one's Face: What, 


are my Eyes better than thine? I believe I can read it 


farther off yet... i. me ſee. 
[Stretches his Arm as far as be can. 
Pal. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir} 


Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſt thou Ay, 
with all my Heart What matter is it who holds 
it? What need any Body hold it? PII pat it 


up in my Pocket, Val. and then no body need hold it 


[Puts the Paper in his Pocket.) There Val: it's ſafe enough, 


Boy But thou ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou haſt 


ſet thy Hand to another Paper, little Val. 


1 
= 


a —) — . 5 = 4 4 60 
2 = 2 — = 
1 > -\ j 4M 7 E% NI 2 8 1 0 is = OY * # 
\s % N — E Y \ X 2 # 0 } 
- bY = Je — % * — — — * 14 — — 
\' — . ) 


 $CENE HE. 
[To them] Jeremy with nn 


Pal. WHAT, TENURE” e | 


'tis the Lawyer with an itching Palm, and 
he's come to be ſcratch'd My Nails are not long 
enough — Let me have a Pair of Red-hot Tongs 


quickly, quickly, and you ſhall ſee me ac St. Danfan, 
lend the Devil by he Now: 215 
Bact. O Lord, let me ; Dl noe venture my 
ſelfwitha Madman. e 
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1 CEN'E X. 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
Val. A, ha, ha ; you need not run ſo faſt, Ho- 


neſty will not overtake you 


Ha, ha, 


la, > ras found me out to be in Forma pauperis 
., preſently. 


Sir Samp. *Oons! What a Vexation is here! I know 
not what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his way? -I am Truth, 
and can ſet him right------Harkee, Friend, the ſtraight 
Road is the worſt way you can go-----He that follows 


his Noſe always, will very often be led into a Stink. Pro- 


batum of. But what are you for? Religion or Politicks ? 
There's a couple of Topicks for you, no more like one 


another than Oil and Vinegar ; and yet theſe two beaten 


ee pn. make Sauce for the whole 
£ 22 RECREATION ES; ever to beget 
Sons? Why did I ever marry ? 

Fal. Becauſe thou ven = Monſies; old Boy : The 
two greateſt Monſters in the World, . and a 
Woman? What's thy Opinion? 

Sir Samp. Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe Mon- 


| fters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a Man 


and his Wife. 

al. A ha! Old True- penny, fay'ft thou fo : chou hal 
nick d it-—-Butit's wonderful ſtrange, * 
Fut. What is, Sir? 
Val. That gray Heirs ſhowd cover 2 a Het-- 


| und T make à Fool bf my Father. Wis here! Brea 
| Pater: or a bearded Siby1? If Prophecy comes Truth 
inn, SCENE 


FF 2 
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SCE VE x.. 


Sir Sampſon, Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight 
Mrs. Frail. 


WII ſays he? What, did he propheſy ? 
Ha, Sir Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? 
Sir Samp. Are we? A Pox o'your Prognoſtication---- 
Why, we.are Fools as we uſe to be----Oons, that you 
cou'd not foreſee, . that the Moon wou'd predominate, 
and my*Sgn be mad-----Where's your Oppoſitions, your 
Trines, and your Quadrates------What did your Cardan 
and your Ptalomy, tell you? Your Maſſabalab and your 
Longomoxtanus, your Harmony of Chiromancy with A- 
ſtrology. Ah! pox on't, that I that know the World, 
and Men and. Manners, that don't believe a Syllable in 
the Sly and Stars, and-Sun and Almanacks, and traſh, 
| ſhould be directed by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and 
deſer Buſineſs in Expectation of a lucky Hour. When, 
Body o'me, there never was a Tony Hour after the firſt 
Opportunity. 


| 288 99 7 7 8 
1 Ak | 
b Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, An. F: ul. 


Poke. © H, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n belp your E 
This is none of your lucky Hour; Nemo om 
e lr. What is he gone, . 
1 and uncovertible 8 
a. 
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of Hope then ? 


a his own Fortune. 


dnn . FI oe PIIng 
” 


| Dear, too conſiderable to be forgo 


a. 


Scan. You muſt excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Fore/fgh? 3 for 
he has been heartily vex'd----His Son is Non compos mentis, 


and thereby incapable of making any Conveyance in 


Law ; fo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. 
Fore, Ha! ſay you ſo? . 

Mrs. Frail. What has my 'Sea-Lover loſt his Anchor 
| [ Hfide to Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him ? 

Mrs. Frail. Do with him, ſend him to Sea again in 
the next foul Weather----He's. us'd to an inconſtant Ele- 
ment, and won't be ſurpriz d to ſee the Tide turn'd. 

Here. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this? 

* [Confiders. 
Scan. Madam, you and I can tell lin ſomething elſe, 


that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating to 
LAſde to Mrs. Foreſight. 


Mrs. Fore. What do yqu mean ? I don't underſtand you. 
© Scan. Huſh, ſoſtly the Pleaſures of laſt Night, my 
t ſo foon. 

Mrs. Fore. Laſt Night! and what would your Impu- 


dence infer from laſt Night? laſt Night was like the 


N ight before, I think. 


Sean. S'death, do you make no difference between 


me and your Huſband ? 

Mrs. Fore. Not much,------he's ſuperſtitious ; and you 
are mad in my Opinion. 

Scan. You make me mad—You are not Eno 
Pray recollect your ſelf. | 


Ms. Fore. O yes, is Ta vie wes very 
impertinent and impudent,-----and would have come to 


Bed to me. 

Scan. And did not? | 

Mrs. Fore. Did not! With what Face can ron: th 
Queſtion ? 5 


 - Sean, This I have heand before, bus never believed, 1 
rs: 
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ting to a Man's Face in the Morning, that ſhe had lain 


with him all Night, and denying, that ſhe had done Fa. 
vours with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em 
Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and ho. - 


nour you. vou look pretty well, Mr. Foreſight. 
low did you reſt laſt Night? 


Fore. Truly Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with 


broken Dreams, and * Viſions, 8 I remember 
little. 


myſterious in his Diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think 
him inſpir'd than mad. 


Fore. You ſpeak with ſingular good Judgment, Mr. 


Standal, truly, I am inclining- to your Turkiſp 
_ in this Matter, and de reverence a Man whom 
think mad. Let us go to him. 


II Pa Siſterr do you ſtay with them; I'll find. 


out my Lover, and give him his Diſcharge, and come 
to you, O'my Conſcience here he comes. 
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SCENE XIII. 
Mrs. Frail, Ben. 


Ben. 


part. 
Mrs. Frail. Mr. Benjamin in Chales | 11 
Ben. No, Tm pleas d well enough, now I have found 


| nr — Q— . | 2 
e eh My Account, ran hats he Matar? | 


—— . 
Ee 7˖˙⏑ — SS 


— ¶ P li ate et. et — 


1 


Scan. "Twas a very: forgetting Nee - But 
would you not talk with Valentine? perhaps you may 
underſtand him; I'm apt to believe, there is ſomething 


LL mad, I think — Fleſh, I believe ; all the 
Calentures of the Sea are come aſhore, for my 


- ROOT” 2 
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Ber. Why, Father came and found me ſquabling with 
yon chitty-fac'd thing, as he would have me:marry, — 


ſo he aſd what was the Matter. —He aſk'd in a ſut- 


1yſort of a way t ſeems Brother Val. is gone mad. 
And fo chat; put en i into a Paſſion; but what did I know 


that, what's that: to, me) —So he aſk'd in a-ſurly n 
ſort of manner, and Gad J anſwer d en as ſurlily, 


What tho'f he be my Father, I an't bound Prentice to 
den ſo faith Jaöldn i in plain Terms, if I were 
minded to marry; Pd: 4parry to plenſe my ſelf, not him: 
And for the young Wyiiian that he provided for me, 1 
thought it more ficting for ther,to Jearn her Sampler, and 
make Dirt-Pies, than td of after a Huſband; for my 
part I was none of her Man. II had another Voy- 
age to make, let him take it: q he will. 

Mrs. Frail. So then? you intend to go w Ses again? 


Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you, —but [ 


 wou'd not tell him fo much 80 he. ſaid he'd 


make my Heart ake ; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a 
Woman to his Mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, fays 
I, an you play the Fool and marry at theſe- Years, there's 
more Danger of your Head's aking, than my Heart.— 
He was woundy angry when I gav'n that Wipe. 
He hadn't a Word to ſay, and ſo 1 leſt'n, and the green 
Girl together; may-hap the Bee may bite, and he'll 
marry her himſelf, with all my Heart. 


Mrs. Frail, And were you this undutifl and rere 


Wretch to your Father? 
Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt, 


am undutiful and graceleſs, why did be beger na? 1 
did not get my felf. 


Mrs. Frail. O Impiety ! How have I been miſtalten 
Wat an inhuman mercileſs Creature have I ſet my Heart 
upon? O am happy to have diſcoyer'd the. Shelves and 
Quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face. 
Ber, Hey toſd! What's * Why you 
Mrs. Fail. 


bend angry, be you? 


* Oy . y 
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Mrs. Frail. O ſee me no more, for thou wert 
orn amongſt Rocks, ſuckl'd by Whales, cradled in a 
empeſt, and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art 


ome forth with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of 
Teeth, a moſt outragious Fiſh of Prey. 


Ben. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young Wo- 
nan, Love has overturn'd lier Senſes, her Brain is quite 
verſet. Well a-day, how. ſhall I do to ſet her to rights ? 

Mrs. Frail. No, no, I am not mad, Monſter, I am 
viſe enough to find you out. Hadſt thou the Im. 
dence to aſpire at being a Huſband with that ſtubborn 
id diſobedient Temper ?=—Y ou that know not how 
o ſubmit to a Father, preſume to have a ſufficient Stock 
Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſhould have been finely 
bb'd indeed, very finely fobb'd. | 

Ben. Harkee Forſooth ; if ſo be that you are in your 
icht Senſes, d'ye- ſee; for ought as I perceive I'm like 
o be finely ſobb d. iſ I have got Anger here upon 
your Account, and you are tack d about already. 
Vhat d' ye mean, after all your ſain Speeches, and ſtroak⸗ 
g my Cheeks, and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd 
you ſheer off ſo? Wou'd you, and leave me aground? 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leave you cis, and go which 
day vou will. | 

Ben. What, 230 en ie engl den . 

Mrs. Frail. Only the Wind's chang d. 

Ben. More. ſhame for you, the Wind's chang' d — 
's an ill Wind blows. no Body good,. may-hap I 


Ne a good riddance on you, if theſe be your Tricks--- 


phat did you mean all this while, to make a Fool of me 2. 
Mrs. Frail. Any Fool, but a Huſband, - - - 
Ben. Huſband! Gad I would not be your Huſband, 
you wou'd have me ; now I know your Mind, tho'f 

you had your Weight in Gold and Jewels, and. tho'f 1 | 
w'd you never ſo well. 

Mrs. Frail. Why, can can't thou love, Popup | 
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Ben. No matter, what I can do; don't call Name Mrs. 
l don't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever Mrs 
did. m glad you ſhew your ſelf, Miſtreſs:— for her, 
Let them marry you, as don't know you :—Gad I knoÞþmpoſe 
you too well, by ſad Experience; I believe he that maÞ/ount 
ries you will go to Sea in a Hen-peck'd Frigat I be Rim in 
lieve that, young Woman and may-hap maile Bed 
come to an Anchor at Cuckold"s-Point ; ſo there's a Dai? rev 
for you, take it as you will, may-hap you my hole lac 

after me when I won't come too. Here t 


Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't, you lik 
| at nnd aha to Sea. Tg | 


Mrs. Frail, Mrs. Forelight: 


Mrs. Frail O== had you come a Minute ſooner 
you would have ſeen the Reſolution 0 
a Lover, —Honeſt Lr and I are parted 5—and with F 
ſame Indifference that we met; O' my Life I an} . 
half vex'd at the Inſenſibility of a Brute that I deſpisd Hier fon 
Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt herojcally ?  $., 
Mrs. Frail. Moſt Tyrannically, = for you ſee he ha Fur 
got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am lf . 
complaining on the Shore. But I'll tell you a Hint tha predit 
he has given me; Sir Sampſon is enraged, and talks de ruth 
I perately of committing Matrimony himſelf. —If he haf ld tl 
a Mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more ef 
nnr if we could brifig it about. 
Mrs. Fore. O hang him old Fox, he's too cunning 
beſides he hates both you and me. —But I have a Pre 
jc& in my Head for you, and I have gone a good wa) 
towards it. I have almoſt made a Bargain with Ferem Se, 
Va vs Man, » e 
— > Mrs. Hai, 
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Mrs. Frail. Sell him, how? i 
Mrs. Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
vr her, and Feremy lays will take any body for her that he 
Smpoſes on him. Now I have promiſed him 
Mountains; if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to 
um in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put 
Ko Bed together; and after Conſummation, Girl, there's 
Dao revoking. And if he ſhou'd recover his Senſes, he'll 
hon glad at leaſt to make you a gpod Settlement 
Here theyeome, ſtand afide a little, and tell me how, 
jokes che Deſign. 3 ' 
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SCENE XV. 


ee. Mrs. Frail, Valentine, Scandal, Fore- 
fight and Jeremy. 


2 have you given your Maſter a hint of 
their Plot upon him? [To Jere. 
au ere. Yes, Sir; he Jar he'll favour * and miſtake 

pis der for Angelica. 5 

Y Scan. It may make us ſport. d | E 
e a Fore. Mercy on us ! | 

m fl Vl. Huſht Interrupt me 1 Y whiſper 

t tha prediction to thee, and thou ſhalt Propheſy; II am 

cs de Truth, and can teach thy Tongue a new Trick.---I have 

e n2Wtold thee what's paſt, Now I'll tell what's to 

re ef come; . Doſt thou know what will happen to Morrow ?--- 

[Anſwer me not for I will tell thee. To Mor- 

ningFrwow,  Knaves will thrive through Craft, and Fools thro? 

Pro] Fortune, and Honeſty will go as it did, Froſt- nipt ina Sum- 

| way mer Sgi K ö 

ren Scan, Aſk him, Mr: Forefight. © Wn 

| +. No 
Frail | E 2 Pal. 
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Val. Scandal will tell vou I am Truth; 1 
never come there. | | 
Fore. In the City? 


, Oh; Prayers will be fad im empty Cleurches, M | 


the uſual Hours. Yet you will ſee ſuch zealous Faces be- 
hind Counters, as if Religion were to be ſold in every 
Shop. Oh things will go methodically in the City, the 
Clocks will ſtrike twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd 
bur in the Exchange at Two. Wives and Hufbands will 
drive diſtinẽt Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately oc- 
cupy the Family. Coffee-Houſes will be fall of Smoke 
and Stratagem. And the cropt Prentice, that ſweeps his 
Maſter's Shep in the Morning, may ten to one dirty his 
Sheets before Night. But there are two things that you 
will ſee very ſtrange; which are wanton Wives, with 
their Legs at Liberty, and tame Cuckalds, with Chains 
about their Necks. But hold, I muſt examine you before 
F-go-farther; you look fuſpiciouſly. Are you a Huſband ? 

Fore, Im married. © 

Val. Poor Creature] Is. your Wit of a iN 
Paziſh.? | | 

\ Fore, Nos St. Martin's in the Fields, 

Val. Alas! poor Man; his Eyes are ſunk, and his 
Hands ſhrivel'd: his Legs dwindled, and his Back bow'd, 
pray, pray, for a Metamorphoſis . Change thy 
Shape, and ſhake. off Age; get thee Medea's Kettle, and 
be boil'd anew; come forth with lab ring Callous Hands, a 
Chine of Steel, and Atlas Shoulders. Let Taliacatius trim 
the Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pedeſtals 
to ſtand ereft upon, and look Matrimony in the Face. 
Ha, ha, ha! that a Man ſhou'd have a Stomach to a 
Wedding Supper, when the Pigeons. ought ed to be 
laid to his Feet, ha, ha, ha. 

Fere. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal, 

Scan. I believe it is a Spring Tide. 

Fare. [OP truly ; you underſtand theſe” Mat 
ters 


fat. 
ters 
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ter Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer 
with you about theſe things which he has utter'd His 
Sayings are very Myſterious and Hierogly 

Val.” Oh, why would . ca be abſent from my Eyes 
ſo long? 5 


Fere. She's hire Sir. e 

Mrs. Fore. Now, Siſter. 

Mrs. Frail. O Lord, what muſt I he? ? 

Scan. Humour him, Madam, by-all means. 

Val. Where is ſhe ? Oh I ſee her------ſhe comes, like 
Riches, Health and Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, ftar- 
ving, and abandon'd Wretch, Oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs. Frail. How d'ye, Sir? Can I ferve you? 

Val. Harkee ;—— have a Secret to tell you 
mn—Fndymiom and the Moon ſhall meet us upon 
Mount Latmat, and we'll be married in the dead of 
Night---But ſay not a Word. Hymen ſhall put his Torch 
into a dark Lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and Juno 
ſhall give her Peacock Poppy - Water that he may fold his 
ogling Tail, and 4rgus's. hundred Eyes bedkur, ha? No 
body ſhall know, but Feremy 

Mrs. Frail. "No, .no, w well beep it Scene, it ſhall te 
done preſently. 

Val. The ſooner the better---F eremy, come hither-+. 
doſer-—that none may over-hear us ;-—--Fergmy, 1 can 
tell you News; .dnge/ica.is'turn'd Nuns and I am turn- 
ing Friar, and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of the 
Pope. Get me a Coul and Beads, that I may play any 
part,. For - ſhe'll meet me two Hours hence in 
black and white, and a long Veil to cover the Project, 
and we won't fee one another's Faces, till we have done 
_ Wo on 2 and then we U bluſh once 
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SCENE xl. 


[Ts them] Tatile and Angelica. 


Jere 18 take care, and 
Val. Whiſper. 
Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Love to me, you 
| ſpoil my Defign, for I intend to make you my Confident, 
Tarr. But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch mak 
a Perſon ! and ſuch a Forture on a Madman! 
Ang. I never lov'd him till he was mad; but don't Fe 
tell any Body ſo. | 
Scan. How's this! Tattle making Love to Angelica! 
Tatt. Tell, Madam; alas you don't know me 
IT have much ado to tell your Ladyſhip how long ! 
have been in Love with you. but encourag'd by the Im. 
poſſibility of Valentine's making any more Addreſſes to 
Za. I have ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion 
my Heart. Oh, Madam, look upon us boch. There © ,, 
u ſee the Ruins of a poor decay d Creature elf 
Here a compleat and lively Figure, with Youth and 
Health, und all his five Senſes in perfection, Madam, an 
and to all this „the moſt paſſionate Lover. — 
g. O fy for ame, hold your Tongue. A paſſionate 
Lover, and five Senſes in perfection! when you are as 
mad as Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and the mad- 
deſt ſhall take me. 


Val. It is enough, Ha ! Who's here? 


- Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoit all ( Jeremy. 9 
Fere. No, no, Madam, he won't know her i if he E 

ſhou'd, I can perſuade him. 
Val. Scandal, who are theſe ? Foreigners? If they 
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the Company but Angelica, that I may diſcover my De- 
ſign to her. [Whiſper. 

Scan. I will. 4 have diſcover'd ſomething 


of Tattle, that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts 
Angelica; if we cou'd contrive to couple em together 


Harkꝰ ee [Whiſper. 
Mrs. Fore. He won't know you, Couſin, he knows 
no body. 


Fore. But he knows more than any body, — 
| Oh Niece, he knows things paſt apd to come, and all 
u the profound Secrets of Time. 
fuck Tatt. Look you, Mr. Forefight, it is not my way to 
den make many Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much» 
"Wo But in ſhort, d' ye ſee, I will hold you a hun- 
nt dred Pound now, that I know more Secrets than he. 
| Fore, How! I cannot read that Knowledge in your 
0 Face, Mr. 7271. Pray, what do you know? 
Tar. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, Sir! Read it in 
51 my Face? No, Sir, tis written in my Heart; and ſafer 
m there, Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Limon, for no 
HO Fire can fetch it out. Iam no Blab, Sir. 
a Val. Acquaint Feremy with it, he may eaſily bring it 
about. They are welcome, and Pl! tell em ſo my 
ind ſelf. [7o Scandal. ] What, do you look ſtrange upon me? 

Then I muſt be plain. [Coming up to them. ] I am Truth, 
and hate an old Acquaintance with a new Face. 
[Scandal goes afide with * 
Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 

a Val. You? Who are you? No, I hope not. 
Tati. lam Fack Tattle, your Friend. 
Val. My Friend, what todo? I am no married Man, 

ä and thou canſt not lie with my Wiſe : I am very poor, 
* and thou canſt not borrow. Money of me: Then what 
Employment have I ſor a Friend? - -_ 
ey Tatt. Hah! A good open Speaker, and not tobe 
I] Be DTS EE 
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Ang. Do you know me, Yalentine ? 

Val. Oh very well. 

Arg. Who am I ? | 

Val. You're a Woman, One to * Heav'n gave 
Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar. You are the 
Reflection of Heav'n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you 
is ſunk. You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotleſs 
Paper, when you firſt are born; but you are to be ſcraw!d 
and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill. I know you; for I 
lov'd a Woman, -and-lov'd her ſo long, that I found out a 
age thing : I found out what a Woman was you for, 

' Tatt. Ay, prithee, what's that? 
Pal. Why, to keep a Secret. 

Tatt. O Lord! 

Val. O exceeding good to keep a Secret: For tho' ſhe 
ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believ d. 

Tatt. Hah ! good again, faith. 
Val. J would have . me the 
My ae 11 0—— : 


Tell thee, Charmion, could I Time retrieve, © 
Aud could again begin to Love and Live, 

To you I ſhould my earlieft Of ring give; [I 
1 know my Eyes <vould head my Heart to you,” yu 
And 1 ſhould all ny Vows and Oaths rene vo, 
„ ee. I never would be true. 


7 5 ; | II. N N 
kr 1 3 7 nl, hears ar. 
Love hates to tenter in @ Point af! 
But runs wwith Foy the Circle of the Mind, 
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Then never let us chain what ſhou'd be free. 

But for Relief of either Sex agree: 

Since Women love to change, and fo do aue. 


"Ve No more, for. T am melancholy. [Walks muſfing. 
the Fere. I'll do't, Sir. [To Scandal. 
You Scan. Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may | 
Aal grow outragious, and do Miſchief. | 
d“ Pore. I will be directed by you. | | 
TIN Fee. [I Mrs. Frail] You'll meet, Madam ;-—T'll | 


* take care every thing ſhall be ready. 
. Mrs. Frail. Thou halt flo lmt thou wilt, in ſhorts 
I will deny thee nothing. 


Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you ? [7 Angelica. 
Ang. Na, I'II ſtay with him Mr. Scandal will 
ſhe protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tartle deſires you would give 
him leave to wait on you. 
Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has 
be ad chat Madam, will you do me che Honour ? 
Mrs. Fore. Mr. Tattle might have uſed leſs Ceremony. 
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SCENE. XVII 


EIS eich. Valentine, Scandal. 
Nan. Eremy, follow Tatthe, *. 
| Ang: Mr. Scandal, J only ſtay till my Maid 
comes, and becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tatrle. 
Scan. Madam, I'm very glad that I over-heard a bet. 
ter Reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tartle; for his Im- 
pertinence forc'd you to acknowledge a Kindneſs for Va-. 
lentine, which you deny d to all his Sufferings and my Sol- 22 
licitations. 80 Tl leave him to make uſe of the Diſco- 5 
* very 3 
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very; and your Ladyſhip to the free Confeſſion of your 
Inclinations. 


Ang. Oh Heav'ns! you won't leave me alone with a 
Madman? 


Scan. No, Madam ; I only leave a Madman to his 
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SCENE XVIIL 
Angelica, Valentine. 


Pal. Adam, you need not be very much afraid, for 
I fancy I begin to come to my ſelſ. 
As. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. [ 4fiae. 
Val. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 
Gods have been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame 
Reaſon ; and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has worn 
this Maſque of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, only as 
the Slave of Love, and menial Creature of your Beauty. PII 
Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks, poor Valentine. 
Val. Nay Faith, now let us underſtand one another, YU. 


Hypocriſy apart The Comedy draws toward an J 
end, and let us think of leaving acting, and be our ſelves; 13 
and ſince you have lov'd me, you maſt own, I have a £34 
length deſerv'd you ſhould confeſs it. | p 
Ang. [Sigg,] I would I had lov'd youFor Heav'ell Y 
knows I pity Fcuz and cou'd I have forſeen the bad 5 
Effects, I would have ſtriven; but that's too late. [Sigh dar 
_ Yat. What fad Effects? What's too late: m p 
ſeeming Madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and procurſſ | 
me time to think of Means to reconcile me to him; and < 
preſerve the right of my Inheritance to his Eſtate 3 whicl [ 


n 54 — I muſt this Morning have 7 
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And this I had inform'd you of to Day, but you were 
, before I knew you had been here. 

tag. How ! I thought your Love of me had caus'd this 
Tranſport in your Soul ; which it ſeems, you only coun- 
terfeited for .mercenary Ends, and ſordid Intereſt. 

Val. Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any In- 
tereſt was conſider d it was yours; fince I thought I 
wanted more than Love, to make me worthy of you. 
how am I deluded by this interval of Senſe, to reaſon 
with a Madman ? 

„Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 


SCENE XIX. 


© [To them] Jeremy. 


Ang. H here's a reaſonable Creature ſure he 
will not have the Impudence to perſevere— 
Come Jeremy, acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs 
your Maſter's Madneſs counterfeit, | 
Jere. Counterfeit, Madam ! I'Il maintain him to be 
as abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any Freeholder 


nin Betblebem ; nay, he's as mad as any Projector, Fana- 
tick, Chymiſt, Lover, or Poet in Europe. Te 


Val. Sirrah, you lye; I am not mad, 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſee he denies it. 

Fere. O Lord, Madam, d youever know any Mad: 
man mad enough to own it ? 

Val. Sot, can't you apprehend? _ E--4 

Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. | 

Fere. Yes, Madam; he has Intervals : But you ſee 
he bag 3p foo. wild again now. 
_ ae Pal. 
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Val. Why you thick-ſkull'd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce 
is done, and I will be mad no longer. [Beats him, 
Arg. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, Jeremy ? 

Fere. Partly I think for he does not know his 
ou. Aid two Hours I'm ſure, I leſt him juſt now, 
in the Humour to be mad: And I think I have not found 
im very quiet at this preſent. Who's there ? 

| 5 [Ore knocks. 

Vul. Go ſee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can move 
your Mirth, tho“ not your Compaſſion. 

Ang. I did not think you had Apprehenſion enough 
to be 'exceptious :* But Madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, 
by over-pretending to a ſound Underſtanding ; as drunk- 

en Men do by over- acting Sobriety; I was half inclining 

to believe you, till I accidentally touch'd upon your 
tender Part : But now you have reſtor'd me to my for- 
mer Opinion and Compaſſion. 

Fere. Sir, your Father has ent to know if you are 
any better yet--Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 

Val. Stupidity ! You know the Penalty of all I'm 
worth mult pay for the Conſeſſion of my Senfes; I'm 
mad, and will be mad to every Body but this Lady. 
Fere. $0—Jult the very backſide of Truth, But lying 
is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateſt part of 
m ee ere your OY s Woman. 
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Valentine, Angelica, Jenny. 

E LL, have you been there ?--Come hither, 
Fenny: Yes, Madam, Sir 2 will 


A.. 


wait upon you preſently. [ Afde to 
Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty ? 


Ax. Wou'd any thing but a Madman complain of Un- 
„ ? 


Va 


8 
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certainty ? Uncertainty and ExpeRation are the Joys of 
Life. Security is an infipid thing, and the overtaking 
and poſſeſſing of a Wiſh, diſcovers the Folly of the Chaſe. 
Never let us know one another better : for the Pleaſure 
of a Maſquerade is done, when we come to fhew our Fa- 
ces; but I'll tell you two things before I leave you; I 
am not the Fool you take me for; and you are mad, 
and don't know it. | 


—— i 
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8 CENE XXI. 
Valentine, Jeremy. 


Val. | a Riddle you can expect nothing but a 
Riddle. There's my E and the Mo- 
ral of my Leſſon. 
Fere. What, is the Lady gone again, Sir? I hope 
underſtood one another before ſhe went ? © 


Fal. Underſtood! Sew ochre COT WORRY 1 


a Piece of Zgyptian Antiquity; or an 1rijÞ Manuſcript ; ; 


vou may pore till you ſpoil. your Eyes, and not . 


your Knowledge. 

Fere. I have heard em ſay, Sir, they read hard He- 
brew Books backwards; may be you begin * at 
the wrong end. 

. Pal. They ſay ſo of a Witch's Prayer, EV 88 
and Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. 


But there's Regularity and Method in that; ſhe is a Me- 


dal without a Reverſe or Inſcription, ſor Indifference 
has both Sides alike. Vet while ſhe does not ſeem to 
hate me, Iwill purſue her, and know her if it be poſſ- 
ble, in ſpite of che Opinion of my Satirical _ 
Scandal, who ſays, 

That Women are like Tricks by [ight 7 Hand, 

dad, to admire, aue Hu, not n . 
CATS ACT 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
"A Room in Foreſight”; Houſe. 


Angelica and Jenny. 


ANGELICA. 
HERE is Sir Samp/on? did you not tell 
me, he wou'd be here before me? | 
Fenny. He's at the great Glaſs in the 
Dining-Room, Madam, ſetting his Cra- 
vat and Wig. 
Ag. How ! I'm glad on't——If he has à mind 1 
Thould like him, it's a ſign he likes me, and that's more 
than half my Deſign. 
 Fenny. I hear him, Madam. 
Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhould 
come, nne with. | 
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| Angelica, Sir Sampſon: - 
Sie Samp. Have not been honour'd with the Com- 
; mands of a fair Lady a great while---odd, 
a Madam, you have reviv'd me—Not ſince I was five 

Arg. Why, you have no great Reaſon W 
Six Samp/en, that is not long ago. Sir Samp. 
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Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while; 
to a' Man that admires a fine Woman, as much as I do. - 

Ang. You're an abſolute Courtier, Sir Samp/or. 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Odds bud you wrong 
me ; I am not fo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only 
a Man of Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about 
me yet, and can ſerve a Lady any way Come, 
come, let me tell you, you Women think a Man old 
too ſoon, faith and troth you do Come don't 
deſpiſe fifty; odd fifty, in a hale Conſtitution, i is no 
ſuch contemptible Age. 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, a very 
faſhionable Age I think aſſure you, I know very 
conſiderable Beaus, that ſet a good Face upon fifty ; 
fifty! I have ſeen fifty in a ſide Box by Candle-Light, 
out-bloſſom five and twenty. 

Sir Samp. Outſides, Outſides; a pize take 'em, meer 
Outſides: Hang your Side-Box Beaus; no, Tm none of 
thoſe, none of your forc'd Trees, that petend to bloſſom 
in the Fall ; and Bud when they ſhould bring forth Fruit: 
I aim of a long livd Race, and inherit Vigour, none of 
my Anceſtors marry'd *till fifty; yet they begot Sons and 
Daughters, till fourſcore : Iam of your Patriarchs, I, a 
Branch of one of your Antediluvian Families, Fellows, 
that the Flood cou'd not waſh away. Well, Madam, 
what are your Commands ? Has any young Rogue af- 
To you, and ſhall I cut his Throat? or —— }_ 
© Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my 
| ---T have more Occaſion for your Conduct than 
your Courage at this time. To tell you the Truth, I'm 

weary of living ſingle, and want a Huſband. phe, 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, and 'tis pity you uu Oil. 8 
wou' d ſhe would like me, then I ſhou'd hamper my young 
- Rogues : Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd: faith and troth ſhe's 
deviliſh handſome, f Afar] Madam, you deſerve a good 
9 881 and *rwere pity you ſhould be thrown awzy > 
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upon any of theſe young idle Rogues about the Town. 
Odd, there's n&er a young Fellow worth hanging, 


that is a very young FeliowPize on em, they never 


think beſorehand of ary ching And if they commit 
Matrimony, 'tis as they commit Murder; out ofa Frolick : 
And are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the 
Law, the next Morning :----Odſo, have a care, Madam. 
Ang. Therefore I aſk your Advice, Sir Sampſon: Thave 
Fortune.enough to make any Man eaſy that I can like 3 
If there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable Man with 
a reaſonable Stock of Good- natureand Senſe For 1 
would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 
Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young. Fellow that is neither a Wit in his own Eye, 
nor a. Fool in the Eye of the World, is a very hard Task- 
But, faith and troth you ſpeak very diſcreetly ; for I hate 
both a Wit and a Fool. 
An She that marries a Fool, Sir San is, forſeits the 
Reputation of her Honeſty-or Underſtanding: And the 
that marries a very witty Man is a Slave to the Severity 


and inſolent Conduct of her Huſband: I ſhould like a 


Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch a 
one in my Power; but I would no more be his Wiſe, 
than his Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible 
oi of his Averion, than his Jealouſy i is of his 
Love... : 

Sir Samp. None of old Forefghi's 6% ever utterd 
ſuch a Truth. Odsbud, you have won my Heart: I hate 
a Wit; I had a Son that-was {poil'd among em; a good 
- hopeful Lad, till he learn'd to be a Wit And 
might have riſen in the State But, a pox on't, 
his Wit run him out of his Money, and now W Po- 
verty has run him out of his Wits, - 

Ang. Sir Sampſen, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, 
vou are very much abus d in that matter; he's v0 more 
mad than you are. | * 

* 2 EC Sir * 
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Sir Samp. How, Madam! Wou'd I con con'd prove it. 

Ang. 1 can tell you how that may be done----But it is 
a thing that wou'd make me appear tobe too-much con- 

cern'd in your Affairs. 

Sir Samp. Odabud, I believe ſhe likes me- cls J 
Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid 
at your Feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were an a better 
Poſture, that I might make a more becoming Offer to 
a Lady of your incomparable Beauty and Merit If I 

had Peru in one Hand, and Mexico in tother,: and the 
Eaftern Empire under my Feet; it would make me only 
a more glorious Victim to be offer d at the erer 
your Beauty : 
Ang. Bleis me, dir Sampſon, lers the Matter? 
rat abraylddied > Helo — 
Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon : Taſk'd. your Advice 
for a Husband, and you are giving me your.Conſents-+- 
I was indeed thinking to. propoſe ſomething like it in 
| Jeſt, to ſatisfy you about Falearive: Forifa Match were 
I feemingly earry d on, between you ant me, it would ob- 
lige him to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs, in Ap- 
prehenſion of loſing me: ee ba- 
pretended a Paſſion ſor me. | 
Sir Samp. Gadeooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivancs-—- * 
If we were to go with it. But vhy muſt the 
Match — neee 
it be a real Contract. 2 RE 
- Ang. O fy, Sir Sampſom, what would 6 W 
Sir Samp. Say, they wou'd ſay, you were a wiſe Wo- 
man, and I a happy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll love you 
as long as I live, * ; 
die. 
; Ang. Ay; pieckariobatiairear Dawary — 
| for when Ya/entine confeſſes himſelf in his Senſes, 2 
2 l 
Sir Sam, 
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Sir Samp. Odd, you're a cunning, a wary Bag gage 
Faith and Troth I like you the better---But, I warrant 
you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation in favour of my 


ſelf Body o'me, I have a Trick to turn the Settle- 


ment upon the Iſſue Male of our two Bodies begotten, 
dere ind Children, and I'll find an Eſtate! 

Ang. Will you? Well, Arberg the Eſtate, and 
Hans other to me 

Sir Samp. O Rogue! But I'll truſt you. And will you 
conſent ? Is it a Match then ? 

Ang. Let me-conſult my Lawyer concerning this Ob- 
ligation ; and if I find what you propoſe practicable ; 
I'll give you my Anſwer. 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart ; _— Come in with me, 
and Fl! lend you the Bond You ſhall conſult your 
Lawyer, and I'll conſult a Parſon ;  Odzooks I'm a 
young Man : Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make' 
It appear Odd, you're deviliſh handſom : Faith 
and Troth, you're very handſom, and I'm very young, 
— —ͤ— Hanf. you know how to 
well met Give me your Hand, odd, let me kifs 
it; tis as warm and as foft——as what — Odd, as 
rother Hand=——give me t'other Hand, and I'll mumble 
. and kiſs em till they melt in my Mouth. 

A. Hold, Sir Samp/ſar———You're profuſe of 

your Vigour before your time: You'll ſpend your: Eſtate 
before you come to it. 
Sir Samp. No, no, only give you a Reni-Roll of my 
Poſſeſſions Ah ! Baggage II warrant you 
for little Sampſon: Odd, Sampſon's a very good Name 
for an able Fellow: Your — were W Pop 
from the Beginning. 

An. Have a care, and don't 5 your Part—If 
you.remeniber, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the Name, 
{ry gn. fs 
* Sir Grp. 
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Sir Samp. Say you fo, Huſſy? Come, let's £0 
then; odd, I longto be pulling too, come away—Odfo, 


here's ſome body com 


SCENE II. 


Tattle, jeremy. 
Tate. 8 not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 

Fere. Ay, Sir, ſhe's: juſt going to the Place 
of Appointment Ah Sir, if you are not very faithful 
and cloſe in this Buſineſs, you'll certainly be the Death 
e Ferſon that has's aoftextraordinary Pailite for your 
Honour's Service. 

Tatt. Ay, who's that? 

Frere. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir. ir, I have had 
Aire ee be 8 with your Commands a great 
"While And now, Sir, my former Maſter having 
much troubled the Fountain of his Underſtanding, it ts 
u very plauſible Occaſion for me to quench my Thirſt at 
the Spring of your Bounty I thought I could not 
recommend my ſelf better to you, Sir, than by the De. - 
livery of a great Beauty and Fortune re _ 
whom I have heard you figh ſor. 

Tatt. Fil make thy Fortune; ſay no n 
art a pretty Fellow, and canſt carry a Meſſage toa Lady. 
in a pretty ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with a good = | 
minen | 

Fere. Sir, 1 hye the Seds of Elen and Orator 
in my Head I have been at Ca 
"Tart." Ay; tis well enough for a Servant to be bred 
at an Univerſity : But the Education is a little too pe- 
dantick for a Gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your 
Nw — cloſe, ka?” 

TN 2 Fere. 
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Fere. O Sir, for that Sir, tis my chief Talent; I'm 
as ſecret as the Head of Nils. 

Tart. Ay? who's he, tho' ? A Privy Counſellor? 

Fere. O Ignorance! [ 4fde.] A cunning Ægyptian, 

Sir, that with-his. Arms would over-run-the Country, yet 
| no body could ever find out his Head-Quarters, 
Tatt. Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, T warrant 
him the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica 
will be veil'd like a Nun; and I muſt be hooded like a 
Friar ; ha, Jeremy? 

Fere. Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to yg firſt 
Sight upon the Quarry. Idis the Whim of my Maſter's 
Madneſs to be ſo dreſs'd; and ſhe. is ſo.in.Love with 
him, {he'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor 
Lady, I'm ſure ſhe Il have reaſon to ꝓray for me, when 
ſhe finds what a happy Exchange ſhe has: made, between 
a Madman and fo accompliſh'd.a Gentleman. 

Tatt, Ay Faith, fo frewill, Jeremy: You' rea good 
. Poor Creature I ſwear JL do it 
hardly ſo much in eee my felt 2+ Con 
Sale to her.. 

Fere. Tis an AQ of n Sir, w y gy 
— with n Pound, ſrom throwing 
herſelf away. 

Leatt. 80 u, fim might have faved ſeveral 
others in my time ; but 3 Geol 4conld ayer nd in my 
Heart to. marry any body before. 

Frere. Well, Sir, III go and tell her my Maſter's 
eoming; and meet you in half a Quarter of an Hour, 
with your Diſguiſe, at your owh Lodgings. You [muſt 
+ walk a little madly, fire won't diſtinguiſh the Tone of 


your Voice. 
TZatt. No, no, let me done fora Conner rm 
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Ss CEN E IV. 


, _ 'Fattle, Miſs Prue. 8 
Miſs. Mr. Tale, are you here! I'm glad I have 
| found you ; I have been looking ' up and 
down for you like any thing, till m as tir'd any thing 
in the World. 
Tatt. O Pox how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh Girl ? 
_— 
Mb. OI hays pare News, I can tell you pure News 
Il muſt not marry the Seaman now-———my Fa- 
ther ſays ſo. Why won't you be my Huſband? You fay 
you love me, and you won't be my Huſband. And I 
know you may be my Huſband now if you pleaſe. 
Tatt.' O fy, Miſs : Who told you ſo, Child? 
- Mi, Why, my Father] told him that you lov'd me. 
Tatt. O fy, MiG, why did you do ſo? And who told 
you ſo, Child? | | 
Miſs. Who? Why you did; did not you? 
« Tait. O Pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs, that was a great 
while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept a whole 
Night, and did not ſo much as dream of the Matter. 
M.. Pfhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho. 
- Tatt. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 
come by Contraries, Child ——- O fy ; what, we muſt 


not love one another *now=——Pſhaw, that would 


be a ſooliſh thing indeed. Ey, fy, you're a Woman 
now, and muſt think of a new Man every Morning, and 
ſorget him every Night No, no, to marry is to be a 
Child again, and play with the ſame Rattle always: O 
fy, marrying is a paw thing. 

Miß. Well, don't you love me as well as you did 
laſt N ight then ? Tate. 


; Fore, Ay, But pray rake me along wich you, Sir— 
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Tatt. No, no, Child, you would not have me. 
_ Miſs... No? Yes but I wou'd tho). i 
Tatt. Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not 8 
forget you're a Woman, and don't know your own Mind. 


Mise. But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. 


SCENE v. 
- [To them] Foreſight. 


| Fore. Mr. Taille, your Servant, you are a cloſe Man, 


but methinks your Love to my Daughter was 
a Secret I might have been truſted with. Or had you 
a Mind to try if I could diſcover it by my Art hum, ha 
E think there is ſomething in your Phyſiognomy, that 


has a Reſemblance of her ; and the Girl i is like me. 


Tatt. And ſo you would infer, - that you and I are 
alike—what does the old Prig mean? I'll banter him, 


and laugh at him, and leave him. Lali. 1 fancy you, 
| have a wrong Notion of Faces. 


- Fore. How? What? a wrong Notion |! How 2. 
Tatt. In the way of Art: J have ſome taking n 


not obvious to vulgar Eyes; that are Indications of a 


ſudden turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; 
and promiſe a great Beauty and great Fortune reſery'd 
alone for me, by a private Intrigue of Deſtiny, kept ſe- 


ceeret from the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity; from all Aſtro- 
| logers, and the Stars themſelves. | 


Fere. How! I will make it appear, that what you lay 


is impoſſible. 
_ Tatt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in —.— 


a Pore. For what ? 
Tart. To be marry'd, Sir, warry'd. 


* . 
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Tatt. No, Sir; 'tis to mn | 
ver make Confidents. 

Fore. Well; but my Conſent I mean 
won't marry my Daughter without my Conſent ? 

Tatt. Who I, Sir? I'm an abſolute Stranger to you 
a your Daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Hey day |! What time of the Moon is this? 

Tatt. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue ſo. I have 


Von 


no more Love for your Daughter, than I have Likeneſs 


of youz and I have a Secret in my Heart, which you 
would be glad to know, and ſhan't know ; and yet you 
ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. I'd have 
you to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the Stars, 
and as ſecret as the Night. And I'm going to be mar- 
ried juſt now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; 
and the Lady ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet - 
There's a Myſtery for you, —I- know you love to unty 

Difficulties—Or if you can't ſolve this ; ſtay here a Quar- 
ter of an Hour, and I'll come and explain it to you. 


R 


SCENE V. 


F oreſigh t, Miſs Proe. 


* \ Father, why will you let him go? Won't 
you make him to be my Huſband? | 

| Pare. Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend ? 

Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wild. 

Miſs. What, and muſt not I have Cer a Huſband then ? 
What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed but I won't. For 
now my Mind is ſet upon a Man, I will have a Man 
ſome way or other. O ! methinks I'm fick when I think 
Ms nt if Lavoe ds, back ge | 
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all my Life :- For when I'm awake it makes me wiſh 
and long, and I don't know for what And I'd rather 
beralways aſleep, than fick with thinking. 


Fore. O- fearful !. I think the Girl's influent t00,— 
you. ſhall have a Rod. | 


"Miſs. A 
won't get me one, I'Il get one for my ſelf; I'll marry 

our Robin the Butler, he ſays he loves me, and he's a 
| handſom Man, and ſhall be my Huſband; I warrant he'l} 
bay: Huſband, E, for he cold me fo. 


SCENE VII. 


kn them) Scandal, . Mrs, Foreſight, and Nurſe. 


_ Fire. n. ID he ſo— II diſpatch him for't _ 
Rogue! Oh, Nurſe, come hither; -- 
ee booms Waters Feters "81 
"ore. Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her 
up preſently, till farther Orders from me not a 
word, Huſſy— Do what J bid you, no Reply, away. 
And bid Robin make read wy to give an Account of his Plate 
and Linen, d'ye hear, gone when [I bid you. 
Mrs. Fore. What's the matter, Huſband? 
Fore. "Tis not convenient to tell you 26 OA A 
| Hal, Heav'n keep us all in our 'Senſes—-T fear there is a 


9) Ceptsgions Frenzy abroad. How does Valentine? 


Scan. OI hope he will do well again—I have 5 Meſ. 
fage from him to your Niece Angelica, 3 


Fore. I think ſhe has not —— ſince ſhe IF | 
Nurſe, why are you NN 


| broad wich Sir amp. 


s CE NE 


Fx Fiddle of a enn 


t. 


Go A - 


SCENE VII 


| Foreſight, Scandal, Mrs. Forelight, Ben. 


Mrs. Fore. E RE Mr. Benjamin, he can tell ws if | 
his Father be come home. 

Ben. Who, Father? ay, become home with Ven. 
geance. 5 

MIS. Fre. Why, what's the matter? 3 g 

Ben. Matter! Why he's mad. A 

Fore. Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſom young Word, ex 
as they ſay, Brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too; 
I think. 

Fore. O my poor Niete, my poor Niece, is he gone 
too ? Well, I ſhall run mad next. | 
Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad ? how dye mean ? 
Ben. Nay; I'Il give you leave to gueſy——I']l um 
dertake to make a Voyage to Antegoa No, hold, 
I mayn't ſay fo neither —— Bat III ſail as far as Lg. 
born, and back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the mat- 
ter, and do nothing elſe : Meſs you may take in all tha 

Points of the Compaſs, and not hit right. 

- Mrs. Fore, Your Prperiment will caks up «lil 199 
much time. | 
Ben. Why: then Il tell you ; thite's a new Wedding 


upon the Stocks, aud eee . 


1% rights. 


| Sean, Who ? >. 

Ben. Why Father, — young Woman, 1 
can't hit of her Name. 

Scan. Angelica? * eien 


| 2 — 
5 F C Beg. 
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Ben. Ay the fame. 


Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica, impoſlible! 


Ben. That my be—but I'm ſure” nn 


Scan. Sdeath, it's a Jeſt. I can't believe it. * 
Ben. Look you, Friend, it's nothing to me, oddity 


you believe it or no. What. I ſay is true; d' ye ſee, 


they. are mid. or Juſt gaing to be married, n 
not which. 

* Well, bat thy are noe mad, that is, . 
ti 

Ben. I don't know what you call 5 
But ſhe's mad for a Huſband, and he's horn mad, I think, 
> rever make a Match togriher=— 


Here 


my e 1:48, BENE: IX. 
LQ them] Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Buckram. 
ora "W HERE is this old Soothſa yer? this Un. 
cle of mine ele&? A ha, old Foręſgbi, 
Uncle Ferefight, wiſh me Joy, Uncle Foreſight, double 
Joy, both as Uncle and Aftrologer ; here's a Conjunc- 
tion that was not foretold in all your Ephemeritmmme The 
brighteſt Star in the blue Firmament—is t from above, 
in a Felly of Love, and fo forth; and I'm Lord of the Afſ- 


cendant. Odd, you're an old Fellow, Forefight; Uncle! 
mean, a very old Fellow, Uncle Forefght ; and yet you 


ſhall live to dance at my Wedding; faith and troth you 
ſhall. Odd, we'll have the Muſick of the Spheres for 
thee, old Lilhh, that we will, and _— — 
Dance in Via: Laden. 

Fur. Tm Thunderfſtruck ! You are not marred 0 


+ es 1 


U. + 
-” W 


ether 
ſee, 
now 
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Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but very 


near it, within a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſee. 
[, Angelica. 
Ang. is very true indeed, Uncle; 1 hope you'll be 
my Father, and give me. 


Sir Samp, "That he ſhall, er Ti burn 1 Ce-. 


dy o'me, he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy Fa- 
ther, and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and I'll make 
thee a Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughters e- 
now to put the weekly Bills out of Countenance. 

Scan. Death and Hell! Where's Valentine? 


dir a Angelica, Foreſight,, Mrs. Foreſight, Den, 
Buckram. 


Mrs. Fore. T HI S is ſo ſurprizing 


Sir Samp. How ! What does 8 


Aunt ſay? Surprizing, Aunt? Not at all, for a young 
Couple to make a Match in Winter? Not at all 

It's a Plot to undermine cold Weather; and deſtroy that 
1 of a Bed call'd a War ming- Pan. 

Mrs. Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much Fire in 
you, Sir Samp/on. 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better than Tinder ; 
may-hap it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome 
Body elſe. The young Woman's a handſom young Wo- 
man, I can't deny it: But Father, if I might be your 
Pilot in this Caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt 
the ſame thing, as if ſo be you ſhould fail fo 9 6s 
the Strait: without Proviſion. 


8 Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, „ ; 
| — 8 rah? 


"4 
N 
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rah? To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to Sea, Tat 
rule your Helm, Sirrah, don't direct me. Mr 
Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, Mr 


or you mayn't keep your new Veſſel ſteddy. | Tat 
Sir Samp. Why, you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, hs 
do you bring your Forecaſtle Jeſts upon your Father? 1. = 


But I ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a Groat, 
Mr. Buckram, is the Conveyance fo worded, that no- haſte 
thing can poſſibly deſcend to this Scoundrel? I would * 
not ſo much as have him have the Proſpect of an Eſtate; 8 
tho there were no way to come to it, but by the 
North-Eaſt Paſſage. | ile: _ 
Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; 
there is nqt the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopt. 
Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and 4 
Leak unſtopt in your Conſcience If ſo be that one ; 
had a Pump to your Boſom, I believe we ſhould dif- 
cover a foul Hold. They ſay a Witch will Sail in a Sieve 11 
e believe the Devil would not venture aboard f fe 
o'your Conſcience. And that's for you. r 
Sir Samp. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah. How now, I ,, 
Who's here ? . 


e 0; roche: 


SCENE XI. 


N '[To. them] Tattle and Mrs. Frail. 
| Mrs Frail, Siſter, the moſt unlucky Accident ! 
Mrs. Fore. What's the Matter? 


Late, 9, the two moſt unfortunate poor Gupta. "1 1 
re. — How ſo? 1 


Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tn nnd 
3 3 CH tad 5 
5 Nun. 
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Sea att. Nor IJ But poor Mrs. Frail and I are 
f Mrs. Frail. Married. 


Mrs. Fore, Married! How ? 


— Tatt. Suddenly before we knew where we were 
wah that Villain Jeremy, by the help of Diſguiſes, 
her? trickt us into one another. 
wat. ere. Why, you told me juſt now, yu went hence in 
no.] haſte to be married. | 
dad! A. But J believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to 
ate; me, I thank him. 

* Tatt. I did, as L hope to be fwd, Madam, my In- 

tentions were good But this is the mot cruel thing, 


to marry one does not know how, nor why, nor where - 
ſore — The Devil take me if ever I was ſo much con- 
cern'd at any thing in my Life. 
Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
dif another. 
ha Tatt. The leaſt in the World-—-That is for my Part, 
Tipeak for my ſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt Thought 

of ſerious Kindnefs—T never lik'd any Body leſs in my 
Life, Poor Woman! Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for 1 
have no reaſon to hate her neither ; but I believe I ſhall 
lead her a damn'd ſort of a Life. 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no Huſband at all! 
tho he's a Coxcomb. I Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. [To ber.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe-- 
Nay, for my part I always deſpiſed Mr. Taztle of all 
things ; nothing but his being my Huſband n have 
made me like him leſs. „ 
| Tatt. Look you there, I thought as much Pox 
on't, 'I wiſh we could keep it ſecret, why I don't believe 
- in | wy of this Company wou'd ſpeak of it. * 
| Mrs: Frail. But, my Dear, that's impoſſible ; the Pax - 
Ii fon and that Rogue Feremy will publiſh it. 
Ty " Tatt, Ay, my Dear, fo they will, as you fay. 
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Hig. O you'll agree very well in a little time; Cuſtom 
will make it eaſy to you. 


Tatt. Eaſy! Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to 
Night. | 

Sir Semp. Sleep, Quota! No, why you would not 
ſleep o your Wedding-Night ? I'm an older Fellow than 
you, and don't mean to ſleep. | 

Ben. Why there's another Match now, as tho'f a. couple 
of. Privateers were looking for a Prize, and ſhou'd fall 
foul of one another. I'm ſorry for the young Man with 
all my Heart. Look you, Friend, if I may adviſe you, 
when ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have Ex- 
perience of her, when ſhe's. going, let her go. For no 
Matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable, 
Ican.tell.you that. Who's here? tho Madman, 


ind SES e 
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Valentine, Scandal, S/ Sampſon, An gelica, Foreſight, 


Ars. Foreſight, Tattle, Mrs, Frail, Ben,] , » 
| Buckram. 


Pal. O; here's the Fool; and if occaſion be, I'll 
give it under my Hand. 
" Six fem How now? 


Val. Sir, 'm come to acknowledge my Errors, and 
aſk your Pardon. 


Sir Samp, What, have. you found your Senſes at la 
then? In good time, Sir, 

Val. You were abus'd, Sir; I never was diſtracted. 

Fer. How! not mad! Mr. Scandal. 


Scan. No really, Sir; Im lis Wines, it vas al 
Counterſeit. : | 
| Fab. 
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m - Pal. I thought I had Reaſons But it was a poor 
e the Eſſect has ſhewn it ſuch, 
to Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat 
your Father! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? = ; 
ot Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endea- | 
an voured to undo the Son, it was a reaſonable return of 
Nature. 
ple Sir Samp. Very good, Sir Mr. Buckram, are 
alt you ready? —— Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſeal? 
ith Val, If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would aſk this La- 
ou, dy one Queſtion. 
x- Sir Samp. Sir, you muſt aſk me leave firſt; that Lady? 
no | No, Sir; you ſhall aſk. that Lady no Queſtions, till you | 
n't | have aſk'd her Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wife. 
| Val. J have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have 
it from her own Mouth. 
Sir Samp, That's as much as to ſay, I Tye, Sir, and 
you don't believe. what I fay. | 
Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect chat I very late- 
ly counterfeited Madneſs; I don't know but the Frolick 
may go round. 
| Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy bim, anſwer him; 
ht, »— Come, come, Mr. Buctram, the Pen and Ink. - 
ny, Buck. Here it is, Sir, with, the Deed, all is ready. 
| [ Val. goes ta Ang. 
Pl Ang. *Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love 
to me; nay, what if you were ſincere? Still yon muſt , 
pardon me, if I think. my own Inclinations have a bet- 
and ter Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. 
| Sir Samp. Are you anſwer d now, Sir? 
laſt Val. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Comtri-- 
d. vance now, Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you 
-all Pal. With, all my Heart, Sir. | 
2 * Wan to rin | 
Fal. Ful. 
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Val. J have been diſappointed of my only Hope; and 
he that loſes Hope may part with any thing: I never va- 
lu'd Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my Pleaſure , 
and my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have 
made many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that x var 
but my Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, I 
will ſign to. Give me the Paper. 
Az. Generous Valentine? (fide. 
"Buck. Here is the Deed, Sir. 
Val. But where is the Bond, by which Tam oblig 
to ſign this ? 
Buck. Sir Sampſon, you have it. 
Arg. No, I have it; and I'll uſe it, as I . 
thing that is an Enemy to Valentine. 3 ns 
Sir Samp. How now ! | 
Val. Ha! 
Arg. Had I the World to give you, it MAP e 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſſion: Here's 


my Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ftruggl'd ' 


very hard to make this utmoſt Trial of your Vertue. 
[7o Valentine. 


ul. Between Pleaſure and Amazement, I am loſt 
But on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. 
Sir Samp. Oons, what is the meaning of this "ah 
Ben. Meſs here's the Wind chang'd again. FARE, you 
FRY and I may make a Voyage together now. 
Ang. Well, Sir Samp/on, ſince I have plaid you a 
Trick, Pil adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch another. 
Learn to be a good Father, or you'll never get a ſecond 
Wife. I always lov'd your Son; and hated your unfor- 
| Biving' Nature. I was relolv'd to try him to the 
utmoſt ; F have try'd you too, and know you both. 


*. 


= Voda have not more faults than he has Virtues; and tis 
hardly more Pleaſure to me, that I can malte him and 


my ſelf happy, than that J can puniſh you. a. 
Val. If my. Happineſs could receive Addition, this, 
—— make it double. 2 Sir Samy, 4 
— 4 a | 4 


2 4 
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Sir Samp. Oons you're a Crocodile. | 

Fore. Really, Sir Samp/on, this is 2 ſudden Eclipſe. 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm an- 
other. 

Tatt. If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for want of 8 
Wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir? 
I'm indebted to you for my Happineſs. [7 Jere, 

Fere. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand Pardons, twas an 
arrant Miſtake Von ſee, Sir, my Maſter was ne- 
ver mad, nor any think like it Then how cou'd 
it be otherwiſe? 


al. Tatth, I thank you, you would have interpoſed 


between me and Heav'n; but Providence laid Purga- 
tory in your way ou have but Juſtice, 
Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 


his own Wedding;  methinks tis pity they ſhot'd not 
be employ'd when the Match is ſo much mended. Ya- 


| lentine, tho it be Morning, we may have a Dance. 


Val. Any thing, my Friend, every 6 
like Joy and Tranſport. 
Scan. Call 'em, Jeremy. 


Ang. I have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and | 


if that Coldneſs which I have always worn before you, 


ſhould turn to an extreme Fendneſs, you muſt not ſuf- 5 


pect it. 


val. Til prevent that Suſpicion———For I intend W 
dote to that immoderate degree, that your Fondneſs ſhall ' 


never diſtinguiſh it ſelf enough to-be taken notice of, If 
ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when I 


can't love enough. 
Ang. Have a care of Promiſes; you know you are 


ape to run more in Debt than you are able to pay. 


Val. Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, and 


make your beſt ont. 
* The Muſick ſtays for you. '*. [Dance. 
an, Well, Madam, you have nnn f 


# 
* 


in 
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in puniſhing an inhuman Father, and rewarding a faith- 
ful Lover : But there is a third good Work, which I, in 
particular, muſt thank you for; I was an Infidel to your 


Sex, and you have converted me —— For now I am 
' . Convinced that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in 
| beſtowing Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, 
or who do not want em. 
Ang. 'Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you hy 
our Sex: You tax us with Injuſtice, only to cover 
your own want of "Merit: - You would all have the Re- 
ward of Love; but few have the Conſtancy to ſtay till 
= | Ir becomes their due. Men are generally Hypocrites and 
maadels, they pretend to Worſhip, but have neither Zeal 
| nor Faith: How few, like Valentine; would perſevere even 
to Martyrdom, and facrifice their Intereſt to their Con- 
N 0 In admiring me, yu miſplace the Ou. 0 


at | Thr Minack Day is Cromer a 


EPILOGUE 
| Spoken t the Opening of the New Haak. ky i 
8 BRACE GIRDLE. 10 25 74 
e wet 


To he the Player's Refuge in Diftreſs 3. 0 
Por till in every Storm, they. all run hither, | rhe - 
As to a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather. + 
But thinking of this Change e wbic"laft befel way n 
EA det 8 
fs bel E r 
And — ms Hearts, 
They top their Learning on us, and their Parts, . 
Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, - 1 Op 
Whom, as I think,” they call d—Py —Pythagories,,* Law, 
I'm fure tis ſime fuch Latin Name they give em 
And wwe, who know no better, muſt believe em. „ 
Now 6 theſe Men ( they) at Souls ae e 
{bat after ne er went to Hell nor Heav'n,} . 
Bur It how, in Beaſts; and chen 8 * 
Nau Tears were paſt; in Men again. © grab 
Methinks, hve Players e fuck © BA? = * A 
That does from Bodies, we from Houſes feos, Le Set 
Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of old that cu - © 8 "M345 
May now be damm d to animate an Af; „„ 
Or in this very Hauſe, for ought aue _ . 
OI ee . 
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 Strolling from-Place to Platt, Jy Circulation, a%.. * 
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EPLLOGUE. 
ot thus, our Audience, ahi ab ane: . TI 
i Theatres to fax our Hg 
New find us toſ#'d into a Tennis- C-. 
all but tother Day avere fill d with Noiſe, 


Of R ve Gameſteri, aſd: your Damme Bo 1 + 
en Boundimp Ballf and Rackets they encompuſt. 


And now they'; re ful d avith Teſts, and Fights, and Bense, , 


41 Voad, + Aon l A much: lite. this Tranſmigration... 3 


Grant Ha x, vun Won't Tru 

IIb. — 52 think, but ag Fam, 
Iran t reflect without an aking ng Heary AERO 
How ae ſhould thil in bur Oral A Cnr? 
But aue can't feat, fence pure ſooo to] 
That you have only fet us up, Yo left _— 
This fro the paft, woe Tupe nee, * 


ome bere hee Raging Face. 
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